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COLONEL CARTER 


OF CARTERSVILLE 


I 


THE COLONEL’S HOUSE IN BEDFORD 
PLACE 


sles dinner was at the colonel’s, — an old- 
fashioned, partly furnished, two - story 
house nearly a century old which crouches down 
behind a larger and more modern dwelling front- 
ing on Bedford Place within a stone’s throw of 
the tall clock tower of Jefferson Market. 

The street entrance to this curious abode is 
marked by a swinging wooden gate opening into 
a narrow tunnel which dodges under the front 
house. It is an uncanny sort of passageway, 
mouldy and wet from a long-neglected leak 
overhead, and is lighted at night by a rusty 
lantern with dingy glass sides. 

On sunny days this gruesome tunnel frames 
from the street a delightful picture of a bit of 
the yard beyond, with the quaint colonial door 
and its three steps let down in a welcoming 
Way. 
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Its retired location and shabby entrance 
brought it quite within the colonel’s income, 
and as the rent was not payable in advance, and 
the landlord patient, he had surrounded himself 
not only with all the comforts but with many 
of the luxuries of a more pretentious home. In 
this he was assisted by his negro servant Chad, 
—an abbreviation of Nebuchadnezzar, — who 
was chambermaid, cook, butler, body-servant, 
and boots, and who by his marvellous tales of 
the magnificence of ‘‘de old fambly place in 
Caartersville ’’ had established a credit among 
the shopkeepers on the avenue which would 
have been denied a much more solvent cus- 
tomer. 

To this hospitable retreat 1 wended my way 
in obedience to one of the colonel’s characteris- 
tic notes : — 

NO. 54 BEDFORD PLACE, 
Friday. 

Everything is booming — Fitz says the scheme 
will take like the measles ; dinner to-morrow at 
six — don’t be late. 

CARTER. 


The colonel had written several similar notes 
that week, —I lived but a few streets away, — 
all on the spur of the moment, and all expressive 
of his varying moods and wants; the former 
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characterized by his unbounded enthusiasm over 
his new railroad scheme, and the latter by 
such requests as these: ‘‘ Will you lend me 
half a dozen napkins? Mine are all in the wash, 
and I want enough to carry me over Sunday. 
Chad will bring, with your permission, the extra 
pair of andirons you spoke of.’’ Or, ‘‘ Kindly 
hand Chadthe two magazines anda corkscrew.”’ 

Of course Chad always tucked them under 
his arm, and carried them away, for nobody 
ever refused the colonel anything — nobody who 
loved him. As for himself, he would have been 
equally generous in return, and have emptied 
his house, and even his pocketbook, in my be- 
half, had that latter receptacle been capable of 
further effort. Should this have been tempora- 
rily overstrained, — and it generally was, —he 
would have promptly borrowed the amount of 
the nearest friend, and then have rubbed his 
hands and glowed all day with delight at being 
able to relieve my necessity. 

“IT am a Virginian, suh. Command me,” 
was his way of putting it. 

So to-night I pushed open the swinging door, 
felt my way along the dark passage, and crossed 
the small yard choked with snow at the precise 
minute when the two hands of the great clock 
in the tall tower pointed to six. 


5 


COLONEL CARTER OF CARTERSVILLE 


The door was opened by Chad. 

‘“*Walk right in, suh; de colonel’s in de 
dinin’-room.”’ 

Chad was wrong. The colonel was at that 
moment finishing his toilet upstairs, in what he 
was pleased to call his ‘‘ dressing-room,”’ his 
cheery voice announcing that fact over the bal- 
usters as soon as he heard my own, coupled 
with the additional information that he would 
be down in five minutes. 

What a cosy, charming interior, this dining- 
room of the colonel’s! It had once been two 
rooms, and two very small ones at that, divided 
by folding doors. From out the rear one there 
had opened a smaller room answering to the 
space occupied by the narrow hall and staircase 
in front. All the interior partitions and doors 
dividing these three rooms had been knocked 
away at some time in its history, leaving an L 
interior having two windows in front and three 
in the rear. 

Some one of its former occupants, more luxuri- 
ous than the others, had panelled the walls of 
this now irregular-shaped apartment with a dark 
wood running halfway to the low ceiling, badly 
smoked and blackened by time, and had built 
two fireplaces, — one for an open wood fire which 
to-night laughed at me from behind my own 

6 


THE COLONEL’S HOUSE IN BEDFORD PLACE 


andirons, and the other to hold an old-fashioned 
English grate set into the chimney with wide 
hobs, convenient and necessary for the various 
brews and mixtures for which the colonel was 
famous. 

Midway, equally warmed by both fires, stood 
the table, its centre freshened by a great dish 
of celery, white and crisp, with covers for three 
on a snow-white cloth resplendent in old India 
blue, while at each end shone a pair of silver 
coasters, — heirlooms from Carter Hall, one 
holding a cut-glass decanter of madeira, the 
other awaiting its customary bottle of claret. 

On the hearth before the wood fire rested a 
pile of plates, also India blue, and on the mantel 
over the grate stood a row of bottles adapting 
themselves, like all good foreigners, to the rig- 
ors of our climate. Add a pair of silver cande- 
labra with candles, — the colonel despised gas, 
— dark red curtains drawn close, three or four 
easy-chairs, a few etchings and sketches loaned 
from my studio, together with a modest side- 
board at the end of the L, and you have the 
salient features of a room so inviting and restful 
that you wanted life made up of one long dinner, 
continually served within its hospitable walls. 

But I hear the colonel calling down the back 
stairs, — 
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‘<Not a minute over eighteen, Chad. You 
ruined those ducks last Sunday.”’ 

The next moment he had me by both hands. 

“‘My dear Major, | am pa’alized to think I 
kep’ you waitin’. Just up from my office. Been 
workin’ like a slave, suh. Only five minutes to 
dress befo’ dinner. Have a drop of sherry and 
a dash of bitters, or shall we wait for Fitzpat- 
rick ? No? Allright! He should have been 
here befo’ this. You don’t know Fitz? Most 
extraord’nary man ; a great mind, suh ; litera- 
ture, science, politics, finance, everything at his 
fingers’ ends. He has been of the greatest ser- 
vice to me since I have been in New York in 
this railroad enterprise, which I am happy to say 
is now reachin’ a culmination. You shall hear 
all about it after dinner. Put yo’ body in that 
chair and yo’ feet on the fender— my fire and 
yo’ fender ! No, Fitz’s fender and yo’ andirons ! 
Charmin’ combination ! ”’ 

It is always one of my delights to watch the 
colonel as he busies himself about the room, 
warming a big chair for his guests, punching the 
fire, brushing the sparks from the pile of plates, 
and testing the temperature of the claret lov- 
ingly with the palms of his hands. 

He is perhaps fifty years of age, tall and 
slightly built. His iron gray hair is brushed 
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straight back from his forehead, overlapping his 
collar behind. His eyes are deep-set and twin- 
kling ; nose prominent ; cheeks slightly sunken ; 
brow wide and high ; and chin and jaw strong 
and marked. His mustache droops over a firm, 
well-cut mouth and unites at its ends with a 
gray goatee which rests on his shirt front. 

Like most Southerners living away from great 
cities, his voice is soft and low, and tempered 
with a cadence that is delicious. 

He wears a black broadcloth coat, —a double- 
breasted garment, — with similar colored waist- 
coat and trousers, a turn-down collar, a shirt of 
many plaits which is under-starched and over- 
wrinkled but always clean, large cuffs very 
much frayed, a narrow black or white tie, and 
low shoes with white cotton stockings. 

This black broadcloth coat, by the way, is 
quite the most interesting feature of the colo- 
nel’s costume ; so many changes are constantly 
made in its general make-up that you never 
quite believe it is the same ill-buttoned, shiny 
garment until you become familiar with its pos- 
sibilities. 

When the colonel has a funeral or other se- 
rious matter on his mind, this coat is buttoned 
close up under his chin, showing only the upper 
edge of his white collar, his gaunt throat, and 
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the stray end of a black cravat. When he is 
invited to dinner he buttons it lower down, 
revealing as well a bit of his plaited shirt, and 
when it isa wedding this old stand-by is thrown 
wide open, discovering a stiff, starched, white 
waistcoat with ivory buttons and snowy neck- 
cloth. 

These several make-ups used once to surprise 
me, and I often found myself insisting that the 
looseness and grace with which this garment 
flapped about the colonel’s thin legs were only 
possible in a brand-new coat having all the 
spring and lightness of youth in its seams. I 
was always mistaken. | had only to look at the 
mismated buttons and the ravelled edge of the 
lining fringing the tails. It was the same coat. 

The colonel wore to-night the lower-button 
style with the white tie. It was indeed the ad- 
justment of this necessary article which had 
consumed the five minutes passed in his dress- 
ing-room, slightly lengthened by the time ne- 
cessary to trim his cuffs —a little nicety which 
he rarely overlooked and which it mortified him 
to forget. 

What a frank, generous, tender-hearted fel- 
low he is: happy as a boy; hospitable to the 
verge of beggary ; enthusiastic as he is vision- 
ary ; simple as he is genuine! A Virginian of 
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good birth, fair education, and limited know- 
ledge of the world and of men, proud of his an- 
cestry, proud of his State, and proud of himself ; 
believing in States’ rights, slavery, and the Con- 
federacy ; and away down in the bottom of his 
soul still clinging to the belief that poor white 
trash of the earth includes about everybody out- 
side of Fairfax County. 

With these antecedents it is easy to see that 
his ‘‘ reconstruction ’’ is as hopeless as that of 
the famous Greek frieze, outwardly whole and 
yet always a patchwork. So he chafes continu- 
ally under what he believes to be the tyranny 
and despotism of an undefined autocracy, which, 
in a general way, he calls ‘‘ the government, ”’ 
but which really refers to the distribution of 
certain local offices in his own immediate vicin- 
ity. 

When he hands you his card it bears this un- 
abridged inscription : — 

Colonel George Fairfax Carter, 
of Carter Hall, 
Cartersville, Virginia. 

He omits ‘‘ United States of America,’’ sim- 
ply because it would add nothing to his identity 
or his dignity. 


‘¢ There ’s Fitz,’’ said the colonel as a sharp 
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double knock sounded at the outer gate ; and 
the next instant a stout, thick-set, round-faced 
man of forty, with merry, bead-like eyes pro- 
tected by big-bowed spectacles, pushed open 
the door, and peered in good-humoredly. 

The colonel sprang forward and seized him 
by both shoulders. 

“What the devil do you mean, Fitz, by 
comin’ ten minutes late? Don’t you know, 
suh, that the burnin’ of a canvasback is a 
crime ? 

“Stuck in the snow? Well, Ill forgive you 
this once, but Chad won’t. Give me yo’ coat 
—pbless me! it is as wet as a setter dog. Now 
put yo’ belated carcass into this chair which I 
have been warmin’ for you, right next to my 
dearest old friend, the Major. Major, Fitz! — 
Fitz, the Major! Take hold of each other. Does 
my heart good to get you both together. Have 
you brought a copy of the prospectus of our 
railroad ? You know I want the Major in with 
us on the groun’ flo’. But after dinner — not a 
word befo’.’’ 

This railroad was the colonel’s only hope for 
the impoverished acres of Carter Hall, but lately 
saved from foreclosure by the generosity of his 
aunt, Miss Nancy Carter, who had redeemed it 
with almost all her savings, the house and half 
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of the outlying lands being, thereupon, deeded 
to her. The other half reverted to the colonel. 

1 explained to Fitz immediately after his hearty 
greeting that I was a humble landscape painter, 
and not a major at all, having not the remotest 
connection with any military organization what- 
ever ; but that the colonel always insisted upon 
surrounding himself with a staff, and that my 
promotion was in conformity with this habit. 

The colonel laughed, seized the poker, and 
rapped three times on the floor. A voice from 
the kitchen rumbled up, — 

‘Comin’, sah !”’ 

It was Chad ‘‘dishin’ the dinner ’’ below, 
his explanations increasing in distinctness as he 
pushed the rear door open with his foot, — both 
hands being occupied with the soup tureen, 
which he bore aloft and placed at the head of 
the table. 

In a moment more he retired to the outer hall 
and reappeared brilliant in white jacket and 
apron. Then he ranged himself behind the 
colonel’s chair, and with great dignity announced 
that dinner was served. 

“‘Come, Major! Fitz, sit where you can 
warm yo’ back — you are not thawed out yet. 
One minute, gentlemen,—an old custom of 
my ancestors, which I never omit.’’ 
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The blessing was asked with becoming rever- 
ence; there was a slight pause, and then the 
colonel lifted the cover of the tureen and sent 
a savory cloud of incense to the ceiling. 

The soup was a cream of something with 
baby crabs. There was also a fish, boiled, with 
slices of hard-boiled eggs fringing the dish, 
ovalled by a hedge of parsley and supplemented 
by a pyramid of potatoes with their jackets 
ragged as tramps. Then a ham, brown and 
crisp, and bristling all over with cloves. 

Then the ducks ! 

It was beautiful to see the colonel’s face when 
Chad, with a bow like a folding jackknife, held 
this dish before him. 

‘‘Lay ’em here, Chad —right under my 
nose. Now hand me that pile of plates sizzlin’ 
hot, and give that caarvin’ knife a turn or two 
across the hearth. Major, dip a bit of celery in 
the salt and follow it with a mou’ful of claret. 
It will prepare yo’ palate for the kind of food 
we raise gentlemen on down my way. See that 
red blood, suh, followin’ the knife !”’ 

“* Suit you, marsa? ’’? Chad never forgot his 
slave days. 

“To a turn, Chad, —I wouldn’t take a 
thousand dollars for you,”’ replied the colonel, 
relapsing as unconsciously into an old habit. 


14 


THE COLONEL’S HOUSE IN BEDFORD PLACE 


It was not to be wondered at that the colonel 
loved a good dinner. To dine well was with 
him an inherited instinct ; one of the necessary 
preliminaries to all the important duties in life. 
To share with you his last crust was a part of 
his religion ; to eat alone, a crime. 

‘There, Major,’’ said the colonel, as Chad 
laid the smoking plate before me, ‘‘ is the breast 
of a bird that fo’ days ago was divin’ for wild 
celery within fo’ty miles of Caarter Hall. My 
dear old Aunt Nancy sends me a pair every 
week, bless her sweet soul! Fill yo’ glasses 
and let us drink to her health and happiness.’’ 
Here the colonel rose from his chair. ‘‘ Gen- 
tlemen, the best thing on this earth — a true 
Southern lady ! 

“‘ Now, Chad, the red pepper.’’ 

**No jelly, Colonel ? ”’ said Fitz, with aneye 
on the sideboard. 

“* Jelly ? No, suh; not a suspicion of it. A 
pinch of salt, a dust of cayenne, then shut yo’ 
eyes and mouth, and don’t open them ’cept for 
a drop of good red wine. It is the salt marsh in 
the early mornin’ that you are tastin’, suh, — 
not molasses candy. You Nawtherners don’t 
really treat a canvasback with any degree of 
respect. You ought never to come into his pre- 
sence when he lies in state without takin’ off 
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yo’ hats. That may be one reason why he 
skips over the Nawthern States when he takes 
his annual fall outin’.’”? And he laughed 
heartily. 

“But you use it on venison ?’’ argued Fitz. 

‘Venison is diff’ent, suh. That game lives 
on moose buds, the soft inner bark of the sugar 
maple, and the tufts of sweet grass. There is 
a propriety and justice in his endin’ his days 
smothered in sweets; but the wild duck, suh, 
is bawn of the salt ice, braves the storm, and 
lives a life of peyil and hardship. You don’t 
degrade a’ oyster, a soft-shell crab, or a clam 
with confectionery ; why a canvasback duck ? 

‘Now, Chad, serve coffee.’’ 

The colonel pushed back his chair, and opened 
a drawer in a table on his right, producing three 
small clay pipes with reed stems and a buckskin 
bag of tobacco. This he poured out on a plate, 
breaking the coarser grains with the palms of 
his hands, and filling the pipes with the greatest 
care. 

Fitz watched him curiously, and when he 
reached for the third pipe, said, — 

““No, Colonel, none forme; smoke a cigar — 
got a pocketful.’’ 

‘* Smoke yo’ own cigars, will you, and in the 
presence of a Virginian? I don’t believe you 
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have got a drop of Irish blood left in yo’ veins, 
or you would take this pipe.”’ 

““Too strong for me,’’ remonstrated Fitz. 

“‘Throw that villanous device away, I say, 
Fitz, and surprise yo’ nostrils with a whiff of 
this. Virginia tobacco, suh, — raised at Caar- 
tersville, —cured by my own servants. No? 
Well, you will, Major. Here, try that; every 
breath of it is a nosegay,’’ said the colonel, 
turning to me. 

“« But, Colonel,’’ continued Fitz, with a sly 
twinkle in his eye, ‘‘ your tobacco pays no tax. 
With a debt like ours it is the duty of every 
good citizen to pay his share of it. Half the cost 
of this cigar goes to the government.’’ 

It was a red flag to the colonel, and he laid 
down his pipe and faced Fitz squarely. 

“Tax! On our own productions, suh! 
Raised on our own land! Are you again forget- 
tin’ that you are an Irishman and becomin’ one 
of these money- makin’ Yankees? Haven’t 
we suffe’d enough —robbed of our property, 
our lands confiscated, our slaves torn from us ; 
nothin’ left but our honor and the shoes we 
stand in? ”’ 

The colonel on cross-examination could not 
locate any particular wholesale robbery, but it 
did not check the flow of his indignation. 
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‘Take, for instance, the town of Caarters- 
ville: look at that peaceful village which for 
mo’ than a hundred years has enjoyed the 
privileges of free government; and not only 
Caartersville, but all our section of the State.”’ 

‘“‘Well, ‘what’s the matter with Carters- 
ville ? ’’ asked Fitz, lighting his cigar. 

‘‘Mattah, suh! Just look at the degradation 
it fell into hardly ten years ago. A Yankee 
jedge jurisdictin’ our laws, a Yankee sheriff 
enfo’cin’ ’em, and a Yankee postmaster dis- 
tributin’ letters and sellin’ postage stamps.”’ 

“‘But they were elected all right, Colonel, 
and represented the will of the people.”’ 

“‘What people? Yo’ people, not mine. No, 
my dear Fitz; the Administration succeeding 
the war treated us shamefully, and will go down 
to postehity as infamous.”’ 

The colonel here left his chair and began 
pacing the floor, his indignation rising at every 
step. 

“To give you an idea, suh,’’ he continued, 
“‘ of what we Southern people suffe’d immedi- 
ately after the fall of the Confederacy, let me 
state a case that came under my own observa- 
tion. 

‘* Colonel Temple Talcott of F’okeer County, 
Virginia, came into Talcottville one mornin’, 
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suh, —a town settled by his ancestors, — ridin’ 
upon his horse, or rather a. mule belongin’ to 
his overseer. Colonel Talcott, suh, belonged 
to one of the vehy fust families in Virginia. He 
was a son of Jedge Thaxton Talcott, and 
grandson of General Snowdon Stafford Talcott 
of the Revolutionary War. Now, suh, let me 
tell you right here that the Talcott blood is 
as blue as the sky, and that every gentleman 
bearin’ the name is known all over the county 
as a man whose honor is dearer to him than his 
life, and whose word is as good as his bond. 
Well, suh, on this mornin’ Colonel Talcott left 
his plantation in charge of his overseer, — he 
was workin’ it on shares, —and rode through 
his estates to his ancestral town, some five 
miles distant. It is true, suh, these estates 
were no longer in his name, but that had no 
bearin’ on the events that followed ; he ought 
to have owned them, and would have done so 
but for some vehy ungentlemanly fo’closure 
proceedin’s which occurred immediately after 
the war. 

“‘On arriving at Talcottville the colonel dis- 
mounted, handed the reins to his servant, — or 
perhaps one of the niggers around the do’, — 
and entered the post-office. Now, suh, let me 
tell you that one month befo’, the government, 
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contrary to the express wishes of a great many 
of our leadin’ citizens, had sent a Yankee post- 
master to Talcottville to administer the postal 
affairs of that town. No sooner had this man 
taken possession than he began to be exclusive, 
suh, and to put on airs. The vehy fust air he 
put on was to build a fence in his office and com- 
pel our people to transact their business through 
a hole. This in itself was vehy gallin’, suh, for 
up to that time the mail had always been dumped 
out on the table in the stage office, and every 
gentleman had he’ped himself. The next thing 
was the closin’ of his mail-bags at a’ hour fixed 
by himself. This became a great inconvenience 
to our citizens, who were often late in finishin’ 
their correspondence, and who had always found 
our former postmaster willin’ either to hold the 
bag over until the next day, or to send it across 
to Drummondtown by a boy to catch a later 
train. 

‘Well, suh, Colonel Talcott’s mission to the 
post-office was to mail a letter to his factor in 
Richmond, Virginia, on business of the utmost 
importance to himself, — namely, the raisin’ of 
a small loan upon his share of the crop. Not the 
crop that was planted, suh, but the crop that he 
expected to plant. 

**Colonel Talcott approached the hole, and 
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with that Chesterfieldian manner which has 
distinguished the Talcotts for mo’ than two 
centuries asked the postmaster for the loan of 
a three-cent postage stamp. 

‘“To his astonishment, suh, he was refused. 

** Think of a Talcott in his own county town 
bein’ refused a three-cent postage stamp by a 
low-lived Yankee, who had never known a gen- 
tleman in his life! The colonel’s first impulse 
was to haul the scoundrel through the hole and 
caarve him; but then he remembered that he 
was a Talcott and could not demean himself, 
and drawin’ himself up again with that manner 
which was grace itself he requested the loan of 
a three-cent postage stamp until he should com- 
municate with his factor in Richmond, Virginia ; 
and again he was refused. Well, suh, what was 
there left for a high-toned Southern gentleman 
to do? Colonel Talcott drew his revolver and 
shot that Yankee scoundrel through the heart, 
and killed him on the spot. 

‘« And now, suh, comes the most remarkable 
part of this story. If it had not been for Major 
Tom Yancey, Jedge Kerfoot, and myself, there 
would have been a lawsuit.”’ 

Fitz lay back in his chair and roared. 

‘« And they did not hang the colonel ?”’ 

‘‘Hang a Talcott! No, suh; we don’t hang 
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gentlemen down our way. Jedge Kerfoot vehy 
properly charged the coroner’s jury that it was 
a matter of self-defence, and Colonel Talcott was 
not detained mo’ than haalf an hour.”’ 

The colonel stopped, unlocked a closet in the 
sideboard, and produced a black bottle labelled 
in ink, ‘‘ Old Cherry Bounce, 1848.”’ 

““You must excuse me, gentlemen, but the 
discussion of these topics has quite unnerved 
me. Allow me to share with you a thimbleful.”’ 

Fitz drained his glass, cast his eyes upward, 
and said solemnly, ‘‘ To the repose of the post- 
master’s soul.”’ 
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II 


THE GARDEN SPOT OF VIRGINIA 
SEEKS AN OUTLET TO THE SEA 


HAD was just entering the small gate 
C -which shut off the underground passage 
when I arrived opposite the colonel’s cosy 
quarters. I had come to listen to the details of 
that blooming enterprise with the epidemic pro- 
clivities, the discussion of which had been cut 
short by the length of time it had taken to kill 
the postmaster the night before. 

It was quite evident that the colonel expected 
guests, for Chad was groaning under a square 
wicker basket, containing, among other luxu- 
ries and necessities, half a dozen bottles of 
claret, a segment of cheese, and some heads 
of lettuce; the whole surmounted by a clean 
leather-covered pass-book inscribed with the 
name and avenue number of the confiding and 
accommodating grocer who- supplied the colo- 
nel’s daily wants. 

“‘De colonel an’ Misser Fizpat’ic bofe waitin’ 
for you, sah,”’ said that obsequious darky, pre- 
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ceding me through the dark passage. I followed, 
mounted the old-fashioned wooden steps, and 
fell into the outstretched arms of the colonel 
before I could touch the knocker. 

‘«Here he is, Fitz!’’ and the next instant I 
was sharing with that genial gentleman the 
warmth of the colonel’s fire. 

‘““Now then, Chad,’’ called out the colonel, 
““take this lettuce and give it a dip in the snow 
for five minutes; and here, Chad, befo’ you 
go hand me that claret. Bless my soul! itis as 
cold as a dog’s nose ; Fitz, set it on the mantel. 
And hurry down to that mutton, Chad. Never 
mind the basket. Leave it where it is.”’ 

Chad chuckled out to me as he closed the 
door, ‘‘’Spec’? I know mo’ ’bout dat saddle 
den de colonel. It ain’t a-burnin’ none.’’ And 
the colonel, satisfied now that Chad’s hand had 
reached the oven door below, made a vigorous 
attack on the blazing logs with the tongs, and 
sent a flight of sparks scurrying up the chim- 
ney. 

There was always a glow and breeze and 
sparkle about the colonel’s fire that I found 
nowhere else. It partook to a certain extent 
of his personality — open, bright, and with a 
great draught of enthusiasm always rushing up 
a chimney of difficulties, buoyed up with the 
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hope of the broad clear of the heaven of success 
above. 

““My fire,’ he once said to me, ‘‘is my 
friend ; andsometimes, my dear boy, when you 
are all away and Chad is out, it seems my only 
friend. After it talks to me for hours we both 
get sleepy together, and I cover it up with its 
gray blanket of ashes and then go to bed my- 
self. Ah, Major! when you are gettin’ old and 
have no wife to love you and no children to 
make yo’ heart glad, a wood fire full of honest 
old logs, every one of which is doing its best to 
please you, is a great comfort.’’ 


“«Draw closer, Major ; vehy cold night, gen- 
tlemen. We do not have any such weather in 
my State. Fitz, have you thawed out yet? ”’ 

Fitz looked up from a pile of documents 
spread out on his lap, his round face aglow with 
the firelight, and compared himself to half a 
slice of toast well browned on both sides. 

“‘T am glad of it. I was worried about you 
when you came in. You were chilled through.”’ 

Then turning tome: ‘‘ Fact is, Fitz is a little 
overworked. Enormous strain, suh, on a man 
solving the vast commercial problems that he is 
called upon to do every day.”’ 

After which outburst the colonel crossed the 
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room and finished unpacking the basket, placing 
the cheese in one of the empty plates on the 
table, and the various other commodities on 
the sideboard. When he reached the pass-book 
he straightened himself up, held it off admir- 
ingly, turned the leaves slowly, his face light- 
ing up at the goodly number of clean pages still 
between its covers, and said thoughtfully, — 

‘‘Very beautiful custom, this pass-book sys- 
tem, gentlemen, and quite new to me. One of 
the most co’teous attentions I have received 
since I have taken up my residence Nawth. See 
how simple it is. I send my servant to the sto’ 
for my supplies. He returns in haalf an hour 
with everything I need, and brings back this 
book which I keep, — remember, gentlemen, 
which I keep, —a mark of confidence which in 
this degen’rate age is refreshin’. No vulgar 
bargainin’, suh; no disagreeable remarks about 
any former unsettled account. It certainly is 
delightful.’’ 

“‘ When are the accounts under this system 
generally paid, Colonel?’’ asked Fitz. 

With the exception of a slight tremor around 
the corners of his mouth, Fitz’s face expressed 
nothing but the idlest interest. 

“‘T have never inquired, suh, and would not 
hurt the gentleman’s feelin’s by doin’ so for 
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the world,’’ he replied with dignity. ‘I pre- 
sume, when the book is full.’’ 

Whatever might have been Fitz’s mental 
workings, there was no mistaking the colonel’s. 
He believed every word he said. 

<< What a dear old trump the colonel is,’’ said 
Fitz, turning to me, his face wrinkling all over 
with suppressed laughter. 

All this time Chad was passing in and out, 
bearing dishes and viands, and when all was 
ready and the table candles were lighted, he 
announced that fact softly to his master and 
took his customary place behind his chair. 

The colonel was as delightful as ever, his talk 
ranging from politics and family blood to possum 
hunts and modern literature, while the mutton 
and its accessories did full credit to Chad’s cu- 
linary skill. 

In fact, the head of the colonel’s table was his 
throne. Nowhere else was he so charming, and 
nowhere else did the many sides to his delight- 
ful nature give out such varied hues. 

Fitz, practical business man as he was, would 
listen to his many schemes by the hour, 
charmed into silence and attentive appreciation 
by the sublime faith that sustained his host, 
and the perfect honesty and sincerity underly- 
ing everything he did. 
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But it was not until the cheese had completely 
lost its geometrical form, the coffee served and 
the pipes lighted, that the subject which of all 
others absorbed him was broached. Indeed, it 
was a rule of the colonel’s, never infringed upon, 
that no matter how urgent the business, the 
dinner hour was to be kept sacred. 

“© Salt yo’ food, suh, with humor,’’ he would 
say. ‘‘Season it with wit and sprinkle it all over 
with the charm of good fellowship, but never 
poison it with the cares of yo’ life. It is an in- 
sult to yo’ digestion, besides bein’, suh, a mark 
of bad breedin’.’”’ 

“Now, Major,’’ began the colonel, turning to 
me, loosening the string around a package of 
papers, and spreading them out like a game of 
solitaire, ‘‘ draw yo’ chair closer. Fitz, hand me 
the map.”’ 

A diligent search revealed the fact that the 
map had been left at the office, and so the colo- 
nel proceeded without it, appealing now and 
then to Fitz, who leaned over his chair, his arm 
on the table. 

‘* Befo’ I touch upon the financial part of this 
enterprise, Major, let me show you where this 
road runs,’’ said the colonel, reaching for the 
casters. ‘‘I am sorry I haven’t the map, but 
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we can get along very well with this; ’’ and he 
unloaded the cruets. 

‘This mustard-pot, here, is Caartersville, 
the startin’-point of our system. This town, 
suh, has now a population of mo’ than fo’ thou- 
sand people; in five years it will have fo’ty 
thousand. From this point the line follows the 
bank of the Big Tench River — marked by this 
caarvin’ knife — to this salt-cellar, where it 
crosses its waters by an iron bridge of two spans, 
each of two hundred and fifty feet. Then, suh, 
it takes a sharp bend to the south’ard and stops 
at my estate, the road-bed skirtin’ within a con- 
venient distance of Caarter Hall. 

“<Please move yo’ arm, Fitz. I have n’t room 
enough to lay out the city of Fairfax. Thank 
you. 

“« Just here,’’ continued the colonel, utilizing 
the remains of the cheese, ‘‘is to be the future 
city of Fairfax, named after my ancestor, suh, 
General Thomas Wilmot Fairfax of Somerset, 
England, who settled here in 1680. From here 
we take a course due nawth, stopping at Tal- 
cottville, eight miles, and thence nawthwesterly 
to Warrentown and the broad Atlantic; in all 
fifty miles.’’ 

“Any connecting road at Warrentown ?”’ 
I asked. 
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“‘No, suh, nor anywhere else along the line. 
It is absolutely virgin country, and this is one 
of the strong points of the scheme, for there 
can be no competition ; ’’ and the colonel leaned 
back in his chair, and looked at me with the 
air of a man who had just informed me of a leg- 
acy of half a million of dollars and was watching 
the effect of the news. 

I preserved my gravity, and followed the 
imaginary line with my eye, bounding from the 
mustard-pot along the carving knife to the salt- 
cellar and back in a loop to the cheese, and 
then asked if the Big Tench could not be crossed 
higher up, and if so why was it necessary to 
build twelve additional miles of road. 

“To reach Carter Hall,’’ said Fitz quietly. 

“‘ Any advantage ?’’ I asked in perfect good 
faith. 

The colonel was on his feet in a moment. 

“‘ Any advantage ? Major, I am surprised at 
you! A place settled mo’ than one hundred 
years ago, belongin’ to one of the vehy fust 
fam’lies of Virginia, not to be of any advantage 
to a new enterprise like this! Why, suh, it 
will give an air of respectability to the whole 
thing that nothin’ else could ever do. Leave 
out Caarter Hall, suh, and you pa’alize the 
whole scheme. Am I not right, Fitz ? ’’ 
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“Unquestionably, Colonel. It is really all 
the life it has,’’ replied Fitz, solemn as a graven 
image, blowing a cloud of smoke through his 
nose. 

*« And then, suh,’’ continued the colonel with 
increasing enthusiasm, oblivious to the point of 
Fitz’s remark, ‘‘see the improvements. Right 
here to the eastward of this cheese we shall 
build a round-house marked by this napkin-ring, 
which will accommodate twelve locomotives, 
construct extensive shops for repairs, and erect 
large foundries and caar-shops. Altogether, suh, 
we shall expend at this point mo’ than —mo’ 
than — one million of dollars ; ’’ and the colonel 
threw back his head and gazed at the ceiling, 
his lips computing imaginary sums. 

‘* Befo’ these improvements are complete it 
will be necessary, of course, to take care of the 
enormous crowds that will flock in for a restin’- 
place. So to the left of this napkin-ring, ona 
slightly risin’ ground, — just here where I raise 
the cloth, — is where the homes of the people 
will be erected. I have the refusal ’’ — here the 
colonel lowered his voice — ‘‘ of two thousand 
acres of the best private-residence land in the 
county, contiguous to this very spot, which I 
can buy for fo’ dollars an acre. It is worth fo’ 
dollars a square foot if it is worth a penny. 
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But, suh, it would be little short of highway 
rob’ry to take this property at that figger, and 
I shall arrange with Fitz to include in his pro- 
spectus the payment of one hundred dollars an 
acre for this land, payable either in the com- 
mon stock of our road or in the notes of the 
company, as the owners may elect.’’ 

““But, Colonel,’’ said I, with a sincere desire 
to get at the facts, ‘‘ where is the Golconda — 
the gold mine ? Where do I come in? ”’ 

**Patience, my dear Major; I am coming to 
that. 

“« Fitz, read that prospectus.”’ 

‘“T have,’’ said Fitz, turning to the colonel, 
‘*somewhat modified your rough draft, to meet 
the requirements of our market; but not mate- 
rially. Of course I cannot commit myself to 
any fixed earning capacity until 1 go over the 
ground, which we will do together shortly. 
But ’’ — raising the candle to the level of his 
nose — ‘‘ this is as near as I can come to your 
ideas with any hopes of putting the loan through 
here. I have, as you see, left the title of the 
bond as you wished, although the issue is a 
novel one to our Exchange.’’ Then, turning 
to me, — 

““This, of course, is only a preliminary an- 
nouncement.”’ 
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THE CARTERSVILLE AND WARRENTOWN AIR LINE 
RAILROAD. 





THE GARDEN SPOT OF VIRGINIA SEEKS AN OUTLET TO THE 
SEA. 





CAPITAL ONE MILLION OF DOLLARS, DIVIDED INTO 
50,000 Founders’ shares at. . . . . $10.00 each 
5,000 Ordinary es See cae tee oes real OOOO ENS 





BONDED DEBT FOR PURPOSES OF CONSTRUCTION ONLY. 





ONE MILLION OF DOLLARS 
IN 
4000 FIRST MORTGAGE BONDS OF $1000.00 EACH. 





FULL PROTECTION GUARANTEED. 





The undersigned, Messrs. . . . . . . offer for sale 
$500,000.00 of the 6% Deferred Debenture Bonds of the 
C. & W. Air Line Railroad at par and accrued interest, 
together with a limited amount of the ordinary shares at 
50%. 


Subscription books close . 
Promoters reserve the right to onnce ice Grithout 
further notice. 





‘‘ There, Major, is a prospectus that caarries 
conviction on its vehy face,’’ said the colonel, 
reaching for the document. 

I complimented the eminent financier on his 
skill, and was about to ask him what it all 
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meant, when the colonel, who had been study- 
ing it carefully, broke in with — 

‘‘ Fitz, there is one thing you left out.”’ 

“‘ Yes, I know, the name of the banker; I 
have n’t found him yet.”’ 

“‘No, Fitz; but the words, ‘ Subscriptions 
opened Simultaneously in New York, London, 
Richmond,’ and ’’ — 

“* Cartersville ? ’? suggested Fitz. 

‘* Certainly, suh.”’ 

«‘ Any money in Cartersville ? ”’ 

“No, suh, not much; but we can subscribe, 
can’t we? The name and influence of our 
leadin’ citizens would give tone and dignity 
to any subscription list. Think of this, suh!”’ 
and the colonel traced imaginary inscriptions on 
the back of Fitz’s prospectus with his forefinger, 
voicing them as he went on : — 


The Hon. JOHN PAGE LOWNES, 

Member of the State Legislature . . . 41000 shares 
The Hon. I. B. KERFOOT, 

Judge of the District Court of Fairfax 


GOUNLY tree rod eh cuted te es: Me 2.28 4 OOOISNAneS 
Major THOMAS C. YANCEY, 
Late of the Confederate Army . . . 500 shares 


‘‘ These gentlemen are my friends, suh, and 
would do anythin’ to oblige me.”’ 


34 


THE GARDEN SPOT OF VIRGINIA 


Fitz sharpened a lead pencil and without a 
word inserted the desired amendment. 

The colonel studied the document for another 
brief moment and struck another snag. 

‘‘ And, Fitz, what do you mean by ‘full 
protection guaranteed ’ ? ’’ 

‘To the bondholder, of course, —the man 
who pays the money.”’ 

‘¢ What kind of protection ? ’’ 

‘““Why, the right to foreclose the mortgage 
when the interest is not paid, of course,’’ said 
Fitz, with a surprised look. 

“«Put yo’ pencil through that line, quick — 
none of that for me! This fo’closure business 
has ruined haalf the gentlemen in our county, 
suh. But for that foolishness two thirds of our 
fust families would still be livin’ in their homes. 
No, suh, strike it out!’’ 

“But, my dear Colonel, without that pro- 
tecting clause you couldn’t get a banker to 
touch your bonds with a pair of tongs. What 
recourse have they ? ” 

‘‘What reco’se? Reorganization, suh! A 
boilin’-down process which will make the stock 
— which we practically give away at fifty cents 
on the dollar — twice as valuable. | appreciate, 
my dear Fitz, the effo’ts which you are makin’ 
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to dispose of these secu’ities, but you must re- 
member that this-plan is mine. 

‘““Now, Major,’’ locking his arm in mine, 
‘‘listen; for 1 want you both to understand 
exactly the way in which I propose to forward 
this enterprise. Chad, bring me three wine- 
glasses and put that madeira on the table — 
don’t disturb that railroad !—so. 

‘«My idea, gentlemen,’ continued the colo- 
nel, filling the glasses himself, ‘‘ is to start this 
scheme honestly in the beginnin’, and avoid all 
dissatisfaction on the part of these vehy bond- 
holders thereafter. 

“« Now, suh, in my experience I have always 
discovered that a vehy general dissatisfaction is 
sure to manifest itself if the coupons on secu’i- 
ties of this class are not paid when they become 
due. As a gen’ral rule this interest money is 
never earned for the fust two years, and the 
money to pay it with is inva’ably stolen from 
the principal. All this dishonesty I avoid, suh, 
by the issue of my Deferred Debenture Bonds.”’ 

‘‘ How ?’’ I asked, seeing the colonel pause 
for a reply. 

‘* By cuttin’ off the fust fo’ coupons. Then 
everybody knows exactly where they stand. 
They don’t expect anythin’ and they never get 
ates 
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Fitz gave one of his characteristic roars and 
asked if the fifth would ever be paid. 

““T can’t at this moment answer, but we hope 
it will.”’ 

“It is immaterial,’’ said Fitz, wiping his 
eyes. ‘‘This class of purchasers are all specu- 
lators, and like excitement. The very uncer- 
tainty as to this fifth coupon gives interest to 
the investment, if not to the investor.’’ 

‘“None of yo’ Irish impudence, suh. No, gen- 
tlemen, the plan is not only fair but reasonable. 
Two years is not a long period of time in which 
to foster a great enterprise like the C. & W.A. 
L. R. R., and it is for this purpose that I issue 
the Deferred Debentures. Deferred — put off ; 
Debenture — owed. What we owe we put off. 
Simple, easily understood, and honest. 

““Now, suh,’’ turning to Fitz,‘‘ if after this 
frank statement any graspin’ banker seeks 
to trammel this enterprise by any fo’closure 
clauses, he sha’n’t have a bond, suh. I’ll take 
them all myself fust.’’ 

Fitz agreed to the striking out of all such har- 
assing clauses, and the colonel continued his 
inspection. 

“¢One mo’ and I am done, Fitz. What do you 
mean by Founders’ shares ? ”’ 

“«« Shares for the promoters and the first sub- 
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scribers. They cost one tenth of the ordinary 
shares and draw five times as much dividend. 
It is quite a popular form of investment. They, 
of course, are not sold until all the bonds are 
disposed of.”’ 

‘‘How many of these Founders’ shares are 
there 27 

‘‘ Fifty thousand at ten dollars each.’’ 

The colonel paused a moment and communed 
inwardly with himself. 

‘“*Put me down for twenty-five thousand, 
Fitz. Part cash, and the balance in such po’- 
tion of my estate as will be required for the 
purposes of the road.”’ 

The colonel did not specify the proportions, 
but Fitz made a pencil memorandum on the 
margin of the prospectus with the same sort of 
respectful silence he would have shown the 
Rothschilds in a similar transaction, while the 
colonel refilled his glass and held it between his 
nose and the candle. 

“« And now, Major, what shall we reserve for 
you ?’’ said he, laying his hand on my shoulder. 
Before I could reply Fitz raised his finger, looked 
at me significantly over the rims of his specta- 
cles, and said, — 

‘‘With your permission, Colonel, the Major 
and I will divide the remaining twenty-five 
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thousand between ourselves.’’ Then seeing my 
startled look, ‘‘I will give you ample notice, 
Major, before the first partial payment is called 
iy.36 
“*You overwhelm me, gentlemen,”’ said the 
colonel, rising from his seat and seizing us by 
the hands. ‘‘It has been the dream of my life 
to have you both with me in this enterprise, 
but I had no idea it would be realized so soon. 
Fill yo’ glasses and join me in a sentiment 
that is dear to me as my life, ‘The garden 
spot of Virginia in search of an outlet to the 
Seat 

Nothing could have been more exhilarating 
than the colonel’s manner after this. His en- 
thusiasm became so contagious that I began to 
feel something like a millionaire myself, and to 
wonder whether this were not the opportunity 
of my life. Fitz was so far affected that he re- 
canted to a certain extent his disbelief in the 
omission of the foreclosure clause, and even 
expressed himself as being hopeful of getting 
around it in some way. 

As for the colonel, the railroad was to him 
already a fixed fact. He could really shut his 
eyes at any time and hear the whistle of the 
down train nearing the bridge over the Tench. 
Such trifling details as the finding of a banker 
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who would attempt to negotiate the loan, the 
subsequent selling of the securities, and the 
minor items of right of way, construction, etc., 
were matters so light and trivial as not to cause 
him a moment’s uneasiness. Cartersville was 
to him the centre of the earth, hampered and 
held back by lack of proper connections with 
the outlying portions of the universe. What 
mattered the rest ? 

‘“Make a memorandum, Fitz, to have me 
send for a bridge engineer fust thing after I get 
to my office in the mornin’. There will be some 
difficulty in gettin’ a proper foundation for the 
centre-pier of that bridge, and some one should 
be sent at once to make a survey. We can’t 
be delayed at this point a day. And, Fitz, while 
I think of it, there should be a wagon bridge at 
or near this iron structure, and the timber might 
as well be gotten out now. It will facilitate 
haulin’ supplies into Fairfax City.”’ 

Fitz thought so, too, and made a second 
memorandum to that effect, recording the sug- 
gestion very much as a private secretary would 
an order from his railroad magnate. 

The colonel gave this last order with coat 
thrown open, thumbs in his vest, back to the 
fire, — an attitude never indulged in except on 
rare occasions, and then only when the very 
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weight of the problem necessitated a correspond- 
ing bracing up, and more breathing room. 

These attitudes, by the way, were very sug- 
gestive of the colonel’s varying moods. Some- 
times, when he came home, tired out with the 
hard pavements of the city, so different from the 
soft earth of his roads at home, I would find him 
bunched up in his chair in the twilight, face in 
hands, elbows on knees, crooning over the fire, 
the silver streaks in his hair glistening in the 
flickering firelight, building castles in the glowing 
coals, — the old manor house restored and the 
barns rebuilt, the gates rehung, the old quarters 
repaired, the little negroes again around the 
doors ; and he once more catching the sound of 
the yellow-painted coach on the gravel, with 
Chad helping the dear old aunt down the porch 
steps. This, deep down in the bottom of his 
soul, was really the dream and purpose of his 
life. 

It never seemed nearer of realization than 
now. The very thought suffused his whole be- 
ing with a suppressed joy, visible in his face 
even when he began loosening the two lower 
buttons of his old, threadbare coat, throwing 
back the lapels and slowly extending his fin- 
gers fan-like over his dilating chest. 

I always knew what suddenly sweetened his 
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smile from one of triumphant pride to one of 
tenderness. 

“‘ And the old home, Fitz; something must 
be done there; we must receive our friends 
properly.”’ 

Fitz agreed to everything, offering an amend- 
ment here, and a suggestion there, until our 
host’s enthusiasm reached fever heat. 

It was nearly midnight before the colonel 
had confided to Fitz all the pressing necessities 
of the coming day. Even then he followed us 
both to the door, with parting instructions to 
Fitz, saying over and over again that it had 
been the happiest night of his life. And he 
would have gone bareheaded to the outer gate 
had not Chad caught him halfway down the 
steps, thrown a coat over his head and shoul- 
ders, and gently led him back with — 

““?Clar to goodness, Marsa George, what 
kind foolishness dis yer? Is you tryin’ to ketch 
yo’ death ?”’ 

Once on the outside and the gate shut, Fitz’s 
whole manner changed. He became suddenly 
thoughtful, and did not speak until we reached 
the tall clock tower, with its full moon of a face 
shining high up against the black winter night. 

Then he stood still, looked out over the white 
street, dotted here and there with belated way- 
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farerstrudging home through the snow, and said, 
with a tremor in his voice which startled me, — 

**T couldn’t raise a dollar in a lunatic asy- 
lum full of millionaires on a scheme like the 
colonel’s, and yet I keep on lying to the dear 
old fellow day after day, hoping that something 
will turn up by which I can help him out.” 

‘<Then tell him so.’’ 

Fitz laid his hand on my shoulder, looked me 
straight in the face, and said, — 

**T cannot. It would break his heart.’’ 
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HE colonel’s front yard, while as quaint 
ir and old-fashioned as his house, was not — 
if | may be allowed — quite so well-bred. 

This came partly from the outdoor life it had 
always led and from its close association with 
other yards that had lost all semblance of re- 
spectability, and partly from the fact that it had 
never felt the refining influences of the friends 
of the house ; for nobody ever lingered in the 
front yard who by any possibility could get into 
the front door — nobody, except perhaps now 
and then a stray tramp, who felt at home at 
once and went to sleep on the steps. 

That all this told upon its character and ap- 
pearance was shown in the remnants of white- 
wash on the high wall, scaling off in discolored 
patches ; in the stagger of the tall fence oppo- 
site, drooping like a drunkard between two po- 
licemen of posts; and in the unkempt, bulging 
rear of the third wall, —the front house, — 
stuffed with rags and tied up with clothes-lines. 
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If in the purity of its youth it had ever seen 
better days as a garden — but then no possible 
stretch of imagination, however brilliant, could 
ever convert this miserable quadrangle into a 
garden. It contained, of course, as all such yards 
do, one lone plant, —this time a honeysuckle, 
which had clambered over the front door and 
there rested as if content to stay ; but which 
later on, frightened at the surroundings, had 
with one great spring cleared the slippery wall 
between, reached the rain-spout above, and by 
its helping arm had thus escaped to the roof and 
the sunlight. 

It is also true that high up on this same wall 
there still clung the remains of a criss-cross 
wooden trellis supporting the shivering branches 
of an old vine, which had spent its whole life 
trying to grow high enough to look over the 
tall fence into the yard beyond ; but this was 
so long ago that not even the landlord remem- 
bered the color of its blossoms. 

Then there was an old-fashioned hydrant, 
with a half-spiral crank of a handle on its top 
and the curved end of a lead pipe always aleak 
thrust through its rotten side, with its little stat- 
ues of ice all winter and its spattering slop all 
summer. 

Besides all this there were some broken 
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flower-pots in a heap in one corner, suicides 
from the window-sills above, and some sagging 
clothes-lines, and a battered watering-pot, and 
a box or two that might once have held flowers ; 
and yet, with all this circumstantial evidence 
against me, I cannot conscientiously believe that 
this forlorn courtyard ever could have risen to 
the dignity of a garden. 

But of course nothing of all this can be seen 
at night. At night one sees only the tall clock 
tower of Jefferson Market, with its one blazing 
eye glaring high up over the fence, the little 
lantern hung in the tunnel, and the glow through 
the curtains shading the old-fashioned windows 
of the house itself, telling of warmth and com- 
fort within. 

To-night when I pushed open the swinging 
door — the door of the tunnel entering from the 
street —the lantern was gone, and in its stead 
there was only the glimmer of a mysterious light 
moving about the yard, —a light that fell now on 
the bare wall, now on the front steps, making 
threads of gold of the twisted iron railings, then 
on the posts of the leaning fence, against which 
hung three feathery objects, grotesque and cu- 
rious in the changing shadows, and again on 
some barrels and boxes surrounded by loose 
straw. 
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Following this light, in fact guiding it, was 
a noiseless, crouching figure peering under the 
open steps, groping around the front door, 
creeping beneath the windows, — moving un- 
easily with a burglar-like tread. 

I grasped my umbrella, advanced to the edge 
of the tunnel, and called out, — 

‘* Who’s that ? ”’ 

The figure stopped, straightened up, held a 
lantern high over its head, and peered into the 
darkness. 

There was no mistaking that face. 

“Oh, that’s you, Chad, is it? What the 
devil are you doing ?”’ 

‘Lookin’ for one ob dese yer tar’pins Miss 
Nancy sent de colonel. Dey was seben ob ’em 
in dis box, an’ now dey ain’t but six. Hole dis 
light, Major, an’ lemme fumble roun’ dis rain- 
spout.”’ 

Chad handed me the lantern, fell on his knees, 
and began crawling around the small yard like 
an old dog hunting for a ’possum, feeling in 
among the roots of the honeysuckle, between 
the barrels that had brought the colonel’s china - 
from Carter Hall, under the steps, way back 
where Chad kept his wood ashes —but no 
“‘ brer tar’pin.”’ 

“Well, if dat don’t beat de lan’! Dey was 
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two ba’els; one had dat wild turkey an’ de 
pair o’ geese you see hangin’ on de fence dar, 
an’ de udder ba’el I jest ca’aed down de cellar 
full er oishters. De tar’pins was in dis box — 
seben ob ’em. Spec’ dat rapscallion crawled 
ober de fence ?’’ And Chad picked up the 
basket with the remaining half dozen, and de- 
scended the basement steps on his way through 
the kitchen to the front door above. Before he 
reached the bottom step I heard him break out 
with, — 

“‘Oh, yer youis, you black debbil! Tryin’ 
to git in de door, is ye? De pot is whar you ’ll 
git !”’ 

At the foot of the short steps, flat on his back, 
head and legs wriggling like an overturned 
roach, lay the missing terrapin. It had crawled 
to the edge of the opening and had fallen down 
in the darkness. 

Chad picked him up and kept on grumbling, 
shaking his finger at the motionless terrapin, 
whose head and legs were now tight drawn 
between its shells. 

‘* Gre’t mine to squash ye! Wearin’ out my 
old knees lookin’ for ye! Nebber mine, I’m 
gwine to bile ye fust an’ de longest — hear dat ? 
—de longest!’’ Then, looking up at me, ‘1 
got him, Major —try dat do’. Spec’ it’s open. 
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Colonel ain’t yer yit. Reckon some ob dem 
moonshiners is keepin’ him down town. ’Fo’ 
I forgit it, dar’s a letter for ye hangin’ to de 
mantelpiece.’’ 

The door and the letter were both open, the 
latter being half a sheet of paper impaled by a 
pin, which alone saved it from the roaring fire 
that Chad had just replenished. 

I held it to the light and learned, to my dis- 
appointment, that business of enormous im- 
portance to the C. & W. A. L. R.R. might 
preclude the possibility of the colonel’s leaving 
his office until late. If such a calamity overtook 
him, would | forgive him and take possession 
of his house and cellar and make myself as 
comfortable as | could with my best friend 
away ? This postscript followed : — 

‘‘Open the new madeira; Chad has the 
key.”’ 

Chad wreaked his vengeance upon ‘the ab- 
sconding terrapin by plunging him, with all his 
sins upon him, headlong into the boiling pot, 
and half an hour later was engaged at a side 
table in removing, with the help of an iron fork, 
the upper shell of the steaming vagabond, for 
my special comfort and sustenance. 

“«Tar’pin jes like a crab, Major, on’y got mo’ 
meat to ’em. But you got to know ’em fust to 
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eat ’em. Now, dis yer top shell is de hot plate, 
an’ ye do all yo’ eatin’ right inside it,’’ said 
Chad, dropping a spoonful of butter, the juice 
of a lemon, and a pinch of salt into the im- 
promptu dish. 

“‘Now, Major, take yo’ fork an’ pick out all 
dat black meat an’ dip it in de sauce, an’ wid 
ebery mou’ful take one o’ dem little yaller eggs. 
Dat’s de way we eat tar’pin. Dis yer stewin’ 
him up in pote wine is scand’lous. Can’t taste 
nuffin but de wine. But dat’s Zar’pin.”’ 

I followed Chad’s directions to the word, 
picking the terrapin as I would a crab and 
smothering the dainty bits in the hot sauce, 
until only two empty shells and a heap of little 
bones were left to tell the tale of my appetite. 

‘‘Gwine to crawl ober de fence, was ye ?”’ 
I heard him say with a chuckle as he boreaway 
the débris. ‘‘ What I tell ye? Whar am ye 
now ? ”” 

‘*Did Miss Nancy send those terrapin ? ”’ I 
asked, watching the old darky drawing the cork 
of the new madeira referred to in the colonel’s 
note. 

“Ob co’se, Major ; Miss Nancy gibs de colo- 
nel eberythin’. Did n’t ye know dat? She’s de 
on’y one what’s got anythin’ to gib, an’ she 
would n’t hab dat on’y frough de wah her money 
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was in de bank in Baltimo’. I know, ’cause I 
went dar once to git some for her. De Yankee 
soldiers searched me; but some ’possums got 
two holes.’’ 

** And did she send him the madeira too ? ” 

““No, sah; Mister Grocerman gib him dat.’’ 

As he pronounced this name his voice fell, 
and for some time thereafter he kept silent, 
brushing the crumbs away, replacing a plate or 
two, or filling my wineglass, until at last he 
took his place behind my chair as was his cus- 
tom with his master. It was easy to see that 
Chad had something on his mind. 

Every now and then a sigh escaped him, 
which he tried to conceal by some irrelevant 
remark, as if his sorrow were his own and not 
to be shared with a stranger. Finally he gave 
an uneasy glance around, and, looking into my 
face with an expression of positive pain, said, — 

“Don’t tell de colonel I axed, but when is dis 
yer railroad gwine to fotch some money in ?”’ 

‘Why ?”’ said I, wondering what extrava- 
gance the old man had fallen into. 

“‘Nuffin, sah; but if it don’t putty quick, 
dar ’s gwine to be trouble. Dese yer gemmen 
on de av’nue is gittin’ ugly. When I got dat 
madary de udder day de tall one wa’n’t gwine 
to gib it to me, pass-book or no pass-book. 
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On’y de young one say he ’d seen the colonel, 
an’ he was a gemman an’ all right, I would n’t 
’a’ got it at all. De tall gemman was comin’ 
right around hisself — what he wanted to see, 
he said, was de color ob de colonel’s money. 
Been mo’ den two months, an’ not a cent. 

‘‘Co’se I tole same as I been tellin’ him, dat 
de colonel’s folks is quality folks ; but he say 
dat don’t pay de bills.”’ 

“«Did you tell the colonel ?”’ 

‘“No, sah; ain’t no use tellin’ de colonel ; 
on’y worry him. He’s got de pass-book, but 
I ain’t yerd him say nuffin yit ’bout payin’ 
him. I been spectin’ Miss Nancy up here, an’ 
de colonel says she ’s comin’ putty soon. She ’Il 
fix ’em; but dey ain’t no time to waste.’’ 

While he spoke there came a loud knock at 
the door, and Chad returned trembling with 
fear, his face the very picture of despair. 

“‘Dat ’s de tall man hisself, sah, an’ his dan- 
der’s up. I knowed dese Yankees in de war, 
an’ I don’t like ’em when dey’s ris’. When I 
tole him de colonel ain’t home he look at me 
pizen-like, same as I was a-lyin’; an’ den he 
stop an’ listen an’ say he come back to-night. 
Trouble comin’ ; old coon smells de dog. Wish 
we was home an’ out ob dis!”’ 

I tried to divert his attention into other chan- 
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nels and to calm his fears, assuring him that the 
colonel would come out all right; that these 
enterprises were slow, etc.; but the old man 
only shook his head. 

““ You know, Major, same as me, dat de colo- 
nel ain’t nuffin but a chile, an’ ’bout his bills 
he’s wuss. ButI’m yer, an’ 1’m ’sponsible. 
‘ Chad,’ he says, ‘go out an’ git six mo’ bot- 
tles of dat old madary ;’ an’ ‘ Chad, don’t for- 
git de sweet ile ;’ an’ ‘Chad, is we got claret 
enough to last ober Sunday ?’ an’ not a cent 
in de house. I ain’t slep’ none for two nights, 
worritin’ ober dis business, —an’ I ’m mos? 
crazy.’ 

I laid down my knife and fork and looked up. 
The old man’s lip was quivering, and some- 
thing very like a tear stood in each eye. 

“‘T can’t hab nuffin happen to de fambly, 
Major. You know our folks is quality, an’ al- 
ways was, an’ ] dassent look my mistress in de 
face if anythin’ teches Marsa George.’’ Then 
bending down he said in a hoarse whisper, 
“«See dat old clock out dar wid his eye wide 
open? Know what’s down below dat in de 
cellar ? De jail! ’’ And two tears rolled down his 
cheeks. 


It was some time before I could quiet the old 
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man’s anxieties and coax him back into his 
usual good humor, and then only when I began 
to ask him of the old plantation days. 

Then he fell to talking about the colonel’s 
father, General John Carter, and the high days 
at Carter Hall when Miss Nancy was a young 
lady and the colonel a boy home from the uni- 
versity. 

“‘Dem was high times. We ain’t neber seed 
no time like dat since de wah. Git up in de 
mawnin’ an’ look out ober de lawn, an’ yer 
come fo’teen or fifteen couples ob de fustest 
quality folks, all on horseback ridin’ in de gate. 
Den such a scufflin’ round! Old marsa an’ mis- 
sis out on de po’ch, an’ de little pickaninnies 
runnin’ from de quarters, an’ all hands helpin’ 
*em off de horses, an’ dey all smokin’ hot wid 
de gallop up de lane. 

‘« An’ den sich a breakfast an’ sich dancin’ an’ 
co’tin’ ; ladies all out on de lawn in der white 
dresses, an’ de gemmen in fair-top boots, an’ 
Mammy Jane runnin’ round same as a chicken 
wid its head off, — an’ der heads was off befo’ 
dey knowed it, an’ dey a-br’ilin’ on de grid- 
iron. 

‘Dat would go on a week or mo’, an’ den up 
dey ’Ill all git an’ away dey ’d go to the nex’ 
plantation, an’ take Miss Nancy along wid ’em 
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on her little sorrel mare, an’ I on Marsa John’s 
black horse, to take care bofe of em. Dem was 
times ! 

“My old marsa,’? — and his eyes glistened, 
— ‘‘my old Marsa John was a gemman, sah, 
like dey don’t see nowadays. Tall, sah, an’ 
straight as a cornstalk ; hair white an’ silky as 
de tassel; an’ a voice like de birds was singin’, 
it was dat sweet. 

*«* Chad,’ he use’ ter say, — you know I 
was young den an’ I was his body servant, — 
“Chad, come yer till I bre’k yo’ head ;’ an’ 
den when I come he’d laugh fit to kill hisself. 
Dat ’s when you do right. But when you was 
a low-down nigger an’ got de debbil in yer, an’ 
ole marsa hear it an’ send de oberseer to de 
quarters for you to come to de little room in de 
big house whar de walls was all books an’ whar 
his desk was, ’t wa’n’t no birds about his voice 
den, — mo’ like de thunder.”’ 

“Did he whip his negroes ? ”” 

‘No, sah ; don’t reckelmember a single lick 
laid on airy nigger dat de marsa knowed of ; 
but when dey got so bad —an’ some niggers 
is dat way — den dey was sold to de swamp 
lan’s. He would n’t hab ’em round ’ruptin’ his 
niggers, he use’ ter say. 

“‘ Hab coffee, sah ? Won’t take a minute to 


55 


COLONEL CARTER OF CARTERSVILLE 


bile it. Colonel ain’t been drinkin’ none lately, 
an’ so I don’t make none.”’ 

I nodded my head, and Chad closed the door 
softly, taking with him a small cup and saucer, 
and returning in a few minutes followed by that 
most delicious of all aromas, the savory steam 
of boiling coffee. 

“‘My Marsa John,’”’ he continued, filling the 
cup with the smoking beverage, ‘‘ never drank 
nuffin but tea, eben at de big dinners when all 
de gemmen had coffee in de little cups — dat ’s 
one ob ’em you’s drinkin’ out ob now; dey 
ain’t mo’ dan fo’ on ’em left. Old marsa would 
have his pot ob tea; Henny use’ ter make it 
for him ; makes it now for Miss Nancy. 

‘‘Henny was a young gal den, long ’fo’ we 
was married. Henny b’longed to Colonel Lloyd 
Barbour, on de next plantation to ourn. 

‘Mo’ coffee, Major ? ’’ I handed Chad the 
empty cup. He refilled it, and went straight on 
without drawing breath. 

“‘Wust scrape I eber got into wid old Marsa 
John was ober Henny. I tell ye she was a har- 
ricane in dem days. She come into de kitchen 
one time when I was helpin’ git de dinner ready 
an’ de cook had gone to de spring house, an’ 
she says, — 

‘*«Chad, what ye cookin’ dat smells so nice ? ’ 
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“«<Dat’s a goose,’ I says, ‘cookin’ for Marsa 
John’sdinner. We got quality,’ says I, pointin’ 
to de dinin’-room do’. 

“““ Quality !’ shesays. ‘Spec’ I know what 
de quality is. Dat’s for you an’ de cook.’ 

‘‘ Wid dat she grabs a caarvin’ knife from de 
table, opens de do’ ob de big oven, cuts off a 
leg ob de goose, an’ dis’pears round de kitchen 
corner wid de leg in her mouf. 

“<°Fo’ I knowed whar I was Marsa John come 
to de kitchen do’ an’ says, ‘ Gittin’ late, Chad ; 
bring in de dinner.’ You see, Major, dey ain’t 
no up an’ down stairs in de big house, like it is 
yer; kitchen an’ dinin’-room all on de same 
flo’. 

‘‘Well, sah, I was scared to def, but I tuk 
dat goose an’ laid him wid de cut side down on 
de bottom of de pan ’fo’ de cook got back, put 
some dressin’ an’ stuffin’ ober him, an’ shet de 
stove do’. Den I tuk de sweet potatoes an’ de 
hominy an’ put ’em on de table, an’ den I went 
back in de kitchen to git de baked ham. I put 
on de ham an’ some mo’ dishes, an’ marsa says, 
lookin’ up, — 

“<«T t’ought dere was a roast goose, Chad.’ 

“¢“] ain’t yerd nothin’ *bout no goose,’ | 
says. ‘I’ll ask de cook.’ 

“¢ Next minute I yerd old marsa a-hollerin’, — 
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“¢“Mammy Jane, ain’t we got a goose ?’ 

‘¢¢Tord-a-massy! yes, marsa. Chad, you 
wuthless nigger, ain’ you tuk dat goose out 
yitien 

“Is we got a goose ?’ said I. 

“ «Ts we got a goose? Didn’t you help pick 
it 22 

““T see whar my hair was short, an’ I snatched 
up a hot dish from de hearth, opened de oven 
do’, an’ slide de goose in jes as he was, an’ lay 
him down befo’ Marsa John. 

““* Now see what de ladies ’ll have for din- 
ner,’ says old marsa, pickin’ up his caarvin’ 
knife. 

“« «What ’Il you take for dinner, miss ? ’ says 
1; ‘baked ham ?’ 

‘**No,’ she says, lookin’ up to whar Marsa 
John sat; ‘I think ’ll take a leg ob dat goose’ 
— jes so. 

“‘ Well, marsa cut off de leg an’ put a little 
stuffin’ an’ gravy on wid a spoon, an’ says to 
me, ‘Chad, see what dat gemman ’II have.’ 

“«« What ’Il you take for dinner, sah ?’ says 
1; ‘nice breast 0’ goose, or slice 0’ ham ?’ 

“**No; I think I ’Il take a leg of dat goose,’ 
he says. 

“*1 did n’t say nuffin, but knowed bery well 
he wa’n’t a-gwine to git it. 
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“*But, Major, you oughter seen ole marsa 
lookin’ for de udder leg ob dat goose! He 
rolled him ober on de dish, dis way an’ dat way, 
an’ den he jabbed dat ole bone-handled caarvin’ 
fork in him an’ hel’ him up ober de dish an’ 
looked under him an’ on top ob him, an’ den he 
says, kinder sad like, — 

“*« Chad, whar is de udder leg ob dat goose ?’ 

“* «It did n’t hab none,’ says I. 

“«« You mean ter say, Chad, dat de gooses on 
my plantation on’y got one leg ?’ 

«««Some ob ’em has an’ some ob ’em ain’t. 
You see, marsa, we got two kinds in de pond, 
an’ we was a little boddered to-day, so Mammy 
Jane cooked dis one ’cause I cotched it fust.’ 

“<* Well,’ said he, lookin’ like he look when 
he send for you in de little room, ‘1’ll settle 
wid ye after dinner.’ 

‘‘ Well, dar I was shiverin’ an shakin’ in my 
shoes, an’ droppin’ gravy an’ spillin’ de wine on 
de tablecloth, I was dat shuck up; an’ when 
de dinner was ober he calls all de ladies an’ 
gemmen an’ says, ‘ Now come down to de duck 
pond. I’m a-gwine to show dis nigger dat all de 
gooses on my plantation got mo’ den one leg.’ 

‘‘T followed ’long, trapesin’ after de whole 
kit an’ b’ilin’, an’ when we got to de pond”’ 
— here Chad nearly went into a convulsion with 
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suppressed laughter — ‘‘ dar was de gooses 
sittin’ on a log in de middle of dat ole green 
goose pond wid one leg stuck down, so, an’ de 
udder tucked under de wing.”’ 

Chad was now on one leg, balancing himself 
by my chair, the tears running down his cheeks. 

“© «Dar, marsa,’ says I, ‘don’t yesee? Look 
at dat ole gray goose! Dat’s de berry match 
ob de one we had to-day.’ 

““Den de ladies all hollered an’ de gemmen 
laughed so loud dey yerd ’em at de big house. 

“Stop, you black scoun’rel!’ Marsa John 
says, his face gittin’ white an’ he a-jerkin’ his 
handkerchief from his pocket. ‘Shoo!’ 

‘* Major, | hope to have my brains kicked out 
by a lame grasshopper if ebery one ob dem 
gooses did n’t put down de udder leg ! 

“**“ Now, you lyin’ nigger,’ he says, raisin’ 
his cane ober my head, ‘1’Il show you’ — 

‘«*Stop, Marsa John!’ I hollered; ‘’t ain’t 
fair, ’t ain’t fair.’ 

“«¢ Why ain’t it fair ?’ says he. 

“« Cause,’ says I, ‘you did n’t say ‘‘Shoo!’’ 
to de goose what was on de table.’ ’’? 


1 This story, and the story of the “ Postmaster” in a 
preceding chapter, I have told for so many years and to so 
many people, and with such varied amplifications, that I 
have long since persuaded myself that they are creations of 
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Chad laughed until he choked. 

‘* And did he thrash you ?”’ 

** Marsa John? No, sah. He laughed loud as 
anybody ; an’ den dat night he says to me as 
I was puttin’ some wood on de fire, — 

“«* Chad, where did datleg go?’ An’ so I 
ups an’ tells him all about Henny, an’ how I 
was lyin’ ’cause I was feared de gal would git 
hurt, an’ how she was on’y a-foolin’, thinkin’ 
it was my goose; an’ den de ole marsa look in 
de fire for a long time, an’ den he says, — 

** «Dat ’s Colonel Barbour’s Henny, ain’t it, 
Chad ?’ 

“© * Yes, piatsa;’ says [. 

““Well, de next mawnin’ he had his black 
horse saddled, an’ I held the stirrup for him to 
git on, an’he rode ober to de Barbour plantation, 
an’ didn’t come back till plumb black night. 
When he come up I held de lantern so | could 
see his face, for I wa’n’t easy in my min’ all 
day. But it was all bright an’ shinin’ same as 
a’ angel’s. 

“««Chad,’ he says, handin’ me de reins, ‘] 
bought yo’ Henny dis arternoon from Colonel 


my own. I surmise, however, that the basis of the “ Post- 
master”? can be found in the corner of some forgotten 
newspaper, and I know now that the “ One-Legged Goose” 
is as old as the Decameron. 
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Barbour, an’ she ’s comin’ ober to-morrow, an’ 
you can bofe git married next Sunday.’”’ 


A cheerful voice at the yard door, and the 
next moment the colonel was stamping his feet 
on the hall mat, his first word to Chad an in- 
quiry after my comfort, and his second an apo- 
logy to me for what he called his brutal want of 
hospitality. 

‘* But I could n’t help it, Major. I had some 
letters, suh, that could not be postponed. Has 
Chad taken good care of you? No dinner, 
Chad; I dined down town. How is the ma- 
deira, Major ?”’ 

l expressed my entire approbation of the wine, 
and was about to fill the colonel’s glass when 
Chad leaned over with the same anxious look 
in his face. 

“‘De grocerman was here, Colonel, an’ lef’ 
word dat he was comin’ ag’in later.”’ 

““You don’t say so, Chad, and I was out: 
most unfortunate occurrence! When he calls 
again show him in atonce. It will give me 
great pleasure to see him.’’ 

Then turning to me, his mind on the pass- 
book and its empty pages, ‘‘I ’Il lay a wager, 
Major, that man’s father was a gentleman. The 
fact is, | have not treated him with proper re- 
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spect. He has shown me every courtesy since 
I have been here, and I am ashamed to say that 
I have not once entered his doors. His calling 
twice in one evening touches me deeply. I did 
not expect to find yo’ tradespeople so polite.’’ 

Chad’s face was a study while his master 
spoke, but he was too well trained, and still too 
anxious over the outcome of the expected in- 
terview, to do more than bow obsequiously to 
the colonel, —his invariable custom when re- 
ceiving an order, — and to close the door behind 
him. 

‘« That old servant,’’ continued the colonel, 
watching Chad leave the room, and drawing his 
chair nearer the fire, ‘‘ has been in my fam’ly 
ever since he was bawn. But for him and his 
old wife, Mammy Henny, I would be homeless 
to-night.’’ And then the colonel, with that soft 
cadence in his voice which I always noticed 
when he spoke of something that touched his 
heart, told me with evident feeling how, in 
every crisis of fire, pillage, and raid, these two 
faithful souls had kept unceasing watch about 
the old house, refastening the wrenched doors, 
replacing the shattered shutters, or extinguish- 
ing the embers of abandoned bivouac fires. In- 
deed, for months at a time they were its only 
occupants, outside of strolling marauders and 
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bands of foragers, and but for their untiring 
devotion its tall chimneys would long since 
have stood like tombstones over the grave of 
its ashes. Then he added, with a break in 
his voice that told how deeply he felt it, — 

““Do you know, Major, that when | was 
a prisoner at City Point that darky tramped 
a hundred miles through the coast swamps to 
reach me, crossed both lines twice, hung around 
for three months for his chance, and has car- 
ried in his leg ever since the ball intended for 
me the night I escaped in his clothes, and he 
was shot in mine. 

“T tell you, suh, the color of a man’s skin 
don’t make much diffe’ence sometimes. Chad 
was bawn a gentleman, and he ’II never get over 
it.’? 

As he was speaking, the object of his eulogy 
opened the hall door, and the next instant a 
tall, red-headed man with closely trimmed side 
whiskers, and wearing a brown check suit and 
a blue necktie, ran the gauntlet of Chad’s pro- 
found but anxious bow, and advanced towards 
the colonel, hat in hand. 

“¢Which is Mr. Carter ? ”’ 

The colonel arose gracefully. ‘‘] am Colonel 
Caarter, suh, and I presume you are the gen- 
tleman to whom I am indebted for so many 
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courtesies. My servant tells me that you called 
earlier in the evenin’. I regret, suh, that I was 
detained so late at my office, and I have to 
thank you for perseve’in’ the second time. I 
assure you, suh, that I esteem it a special 
honor.”’ 

The tall gentleman with the auburn whiskers 
wiped his face with a handkerchief, which he 
took from his hat, and stated with some timidity 
that he hoped he did not intrude at that late 
hour. He had sent his pass-book, and — 

“*] have looked it over, suh, repeatedly, with 
the greatest pleasure. It is a custom new to us 
in my county, but it meets with my hearty 
approval. Give yo’ hat to my servant, suh, 
and take this seat by the fire.’’ 

The proprietor of the hat, after some protesta- 
tions, suffered Chad to bear away that grateful 
protection to his slightly bald head, — retaining 
his handkerchief, which he finally rolled up 
into a little wad and kept tightly clenched in 
the perspiring palm of his left hand, — and then 
threw out the additional hope that everything 
was satisfactory. 

‘‘ Delicious, suh ; I have not tasted such 
madeira since the wah. In my cellar at home, 
suh, I once had some old madeira of ’28 that 
was given to my father, the late General John 
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Caarter, by old Judge Thornton. You, of 
course, know that wine, suh. Ah! I see that 
you do.”’ 

And then followed one of the colonel’s delight- 
ful monologues descriptive of all the vintages of 
that year, the colonel constantly appealing to 
the dazed and delighted groceryman to be set 
right in minor technical matters, the grocer un- 
derstanding them as little as he did the Aztec 
dialects, —the colonel himself supplying the 
needed data and then thanking the auburn gen- 
tleman for the information so charmingly that 
for the moment that worthy tradesman began to 
wonder why he had not long before risen from 
the commonplace level of canned vegetables to 
the more sublime plane of wines in the wood. 

‘« Now the madeira you sent me this mornin’, 
suh, is a trifle too fruity for my taste. Chad, 
open a fresh bottle.”’ 

The owner of the pass-book instantly de- 
tected a very decided fruity flavor, but thought 
he had another wine, which he would send in 
the morning, that might suit the colonel’s pal- 
ate better. 

The colonel thanked him, and then drifted 
into the wider field of domestic delicacies, — 
the preserving of fruits, the making of pic- 
kles as practised on the plantations by the old 
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Virginia cooks, —the colonel waxing eloquent 
over each production, and the future wine mer- 
chant becoming more and more enchanted as 
the colonel flowed on. 

When he rose to go the grocer had a mental 
list of the things he would send the colonel in 
the morning all arranged in his commercial head, 
and so great was his delight that, after shaking 
hands with me once and with the colonel three 
times, he would also have extended that cour- 
tesy to Chad had not that perfectly trained 
servant checkmated him by filling his extended 
palm with the rim of his own hat. 

When Chad returned from bowing him 
through the tunnel, the lines in his face a tan- 
gle of emotions, the colonel was standing on 
the mat in his favorite attitude — back to the 
fire, coat thrown open, thumbs in his armholes, 
his outstretched fingers beating woodpecker tat- 
toos on his vest. 

Somehow the visit of the grocer had lifted 
him out of the cares of the day. How, he could 
not tell. Perhaps it was the fragrance of the 
madeira; perhaps the respectful, overawed bow, 
— the bow of the tradesman the world over to 
the landed proprietor, — restoring to him for 
one brief moment that old feudal supremacy 
which above all else his soul loved. Perhaps it 


67 


COLONEL CARTER OF CARTERSVILLE 


was only the warmth and cheer and comfort of 
it all. 

Whatever it was, it buoyed and strengthened 
him. He was again in the old dining-hall at 
home: the servants; moving noiselessly about ; 
the cut-glass decanters reflected in the polished 
mahogany ; the candles lighted ; his old, white- 
haired father, in his high-backed chair, sipping 
his wine from the slender glass. 

Ah, the proud estate of the oid plantation 
days ! Would it ever be his again ? 
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THE ARRIVAL OF A TRUE SOUTHERN 
LADY 


ees yer, sah! Come yistidd’y 
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mawnin’. 

How Chad beamed all over when this simple 
statement fell from his lips ! 

I had not seen him since the night when he 
stood behind my chair and with bated breath 
whispered his anxieties lest the second advent 
of ‘‘ de grocerman ”’ should bring dire destruction 
to the colonel’s household. 

To-day he looked ten years younger. His 
kinky gray hair, generally knotted into little 
wads, was now divided by a well-defined path 
starting from the great wrinkle in his forehead 
and ending in a dense tangle of underbrush that 
no comb dared penetrate. His face glistened all 
over. His mouth was wide open, showing a 
great cavity in which each tooth seemed to 
dance with delight. His jacket was as white 
and stiff as soap and starch could make it, while 
a cast-off cravat of the colonel’s — double 
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starched to suit Chad’s own ideas of propriety 
—was tied ina single knot, the two ends reach- 
ing to the very edge of each ear. To crown all, 
a red carnation flamed away on the lapel of his 
jacket, just above an outside pocket, which held 
in check a pair of white cotton gloves bulging 
with importance and eager for use. Every time 
he bowed he touched with a sweep both sides 
of the narrow hall. 

It was the first time in some weeks that I had 
seen the interior of the colonel’s cosy dining- 
room by daylight. Of late my visits had been 
made after dark, with drawn curtains, lighted 
candles, and roaring wood fires. But this time 
it was in the morning, —and a bright, sunny, 
lovely spring morning at that, — with one win- 
dow open in the L and the curtains drawn back 
from the other; with the honeysuckle begin- 
ning to bud, its long runners twisting themselves 
inquiringly through the half-closed shutters as 
if anxious to discover what all this bustle inside 
was about. 

It was easy to see that some other touch be- 
sides that of the colonel and his faithful man- 
of-all-work had left its impress in the bachelor 
apartment. There was a general air of order 
apparent. The irregular line of foot gear which 
decorated the washboard of one wall, beginning 
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with a pair of worsted slippers and ending with 
a wooden bootjack, was gone. Whisk brooms 
and dusters that had never known a restful 
nail since they entered the colonel’s service 
were now suspended peacefully on convenient 
hooks. Dainty white curtains, gathered like a 
child’s frock, flapped lazily against the broken 
green blinds, while some sprays of arbutus, 
plucked by Miss Nancy on her way to the rail- 
road station, drooped about a tall glass on the 
mantel. 

Chad had solved the mystery, — Aunt Nancy 
came yesterday. 

I found the table set for four, its chief feature 
being a tray bearing a heap of eggshell cups and 
saucers I had not seen before, and an old-fash- 
ioned tea-urn humming a tune all to itself. 

‘““De colonel ’s out, but he comin’ back 
d’rectly,’? Chad said eagerly, all out of breath 
with excitement. Then followed the informa- 
tion that Mr. Fitzpatrick was coming to break- 
fast, and that he was to tell Miss Nancy the 
moment we arrived. He then reduced the bulge 
in his outside pocket by thrusting his big hands 
into his white gloves, gave a sidelong glance at 
the flower in his buttonhole, and bore my card 
aloft with the air of a cupbearer serving a prin- 
cess. 
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A soft step on the stair, the rustle of silk, a 
warning word outside, ‘‘ Look out for dat lower 
step, mistress —dat’s it;’’ and Miss Nancy 
entered the room. 

No, I am wrong. She became a part of it; 
as much so as the old andirons and the easy- 
chairs and the old-fashioned mantelpieces, the 
snowy curtains and the trailing vine. More so 
when she gave me the slightest dip of a curtsy 
and laid her dainty, wrinkled little hand in 
mine, and said in the sweetest possible voice how 
glad she was to see me after so many years, 
and how grateful she felt for all my kindness to 
the dear colonel. Then she sank into a quaint 
rocking-chair that Chad had brought down be- 
hind her, rested her feet on a low stool that 
mysteriously appeared from under the table, 
and took her knitting from her reticule. 

She had changed somewhat since I last saw 
her, but only as would an old bit of precious 
stuff that grew the more mellow and harmoni- 
ous in tone as it grew the older. She had the 
same silky gray hair —a trifle whiter, perhaps ; 
the same frank, tender mouth, winning wher- 
ever she smiled; the same slight, graceful fig- 
ure ; and the same manner — its very simplicity 
a reflex of that refined and quiet life she had al- 
ways led. For hers had been an isolated life, 
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buried since her girlhood in a great house far 
away from the broadening influences of a city, 
and saddened by the daily witness of a slow de- 
cay of all she had been taught to revere. But 
it had been a life so filled with the largeness of 
generous deeds that its returns had brought her 
the love and reverence of every living soul she 
knew. 

While she sat and talked to me of her jour- 
ney I had time to enjoy again the quaintness of 
her dress, —the quaintness of forty years be- 
fore. There was the same old-fashioned, soft 
gray silk, with up-and-down stripes spotted with 
sprigs of flowers, the lace cap, with its frill of 
narrow pink ribbons and two wide pink strings 
that fell over the shoulders, and the handker- 
chief of India mull folded across the breast and 
fastened with an amethyst pin. Her little bits 
of feet — they were literally so— were incased 
in white stockings and heelless morocco slippers 
bound with braid. 

But her dress was never sombre. She always 
seemed to remember, even in her bright ribbons 
and silks, the days of her girlhood, when half 
the young men in the county were wild about 
her. When she moved she wafted towards 
you a perfume of sweet lavender — the very 
smell that you remember came from your own 
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mother’s old-fashioned bureau drawer when she 
let you stand on tiptoe to see her pretty things. 
When you kissed her —and once I did — her 
cheek was as soft as a child’s and fragrant with 
rose-water. | 

But I hear the colonel’s voice outside, laugh- 
ing with Fitz. 

‘““Come in, suh, and see the dearest woman 
in the world.’’ 

The next instant he burst in, dressed in his 
gala combination, — white waistcoat and cra- 
vat, the old coat thrown wide open as if to wel- 
come the world, and a bunch of red roses in his 
hand. 

“‘Nancy, here ’s my dear friend Fitz, whom 
I have told you about, — the most extraord’nary 
man of modern times. Ah, Major! you here ? 
Came in early, did you, so as to have Aunt 
Nancy all to yo’self? Sit down, Fitz, right 
alongside of her.’’ And he kissed her hand 
gallantly. ‘‘Isn’t she the most delightful bit 
of old porcelain you ever saw in all yo’ bawn 
days? ”’ 

Miss Nancy rose, made another of her grace- 
ful curtsies, and begged that neither of us would 
mind the colonel’s raillery ; she never could 
keep him in order. And she laughed softly as 
she gave her hand to Fitz, who touched it very 
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much as if he quite believed the colonel’s refer- 
ence to the porcelain to be true. 

“‘There you go, Nancy, ’busin’ me like a 
dog, and here I’ve been a-trampin’ the streets 
for a’ hour lookin’ for flowers for you! You 
are breakin’ my heart, Miss Caarter, with yo’ 
coldness and contempt. Another word and you 
shall not have a single bud.’’ And the colonel 
gayly tucked a rose under her chin with a loving 
stroke of his hand, and threw the others in a 
heap on her lap. 

‘‘ Breakfast sarved, mistress,’’ said Chad in 
a low voice. 

The colonel gave his arm to his aunt with the 
air of a courtier; Fitz and I disposed ourselves 
on each side; Chad, with reverential mien, 
screwed his eyes up tight; and the colonel said 
grace with an increased fervor in his voice, no 
doubt remembering in his heart the blessing of 
the last arrival. 


Throughout the entire repast the colonel was 
in his gayest mood, brimming over with anec- 
dotes and personal reminiscences and full of his 
rose-colored plans for the future. 

Many things had combined to produce this 
happy frame of mind. There was first the 
Scheme, which had languished for weeks, owing 
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to the vice-like condition of the money-market, 
— another of Fitz’s mendacious excuses, — and 
which had now been suddenly galvanized into 
temporary life by an inquiry made by certain 
bankers who were seeking an outlet for Eng- 
lish capital, and who had expressed a desire 
to investigate the ‘‘ Garden Spot of Virginia.’’ 
Only an ‘‘inquiry,’’ but to the colonel the 
papers were already signed. Then there was 
the arrival of his distinguished guest, whom he 
loved devotedly, and with a certain old-school 
gallantry and tenderness as picturesque as it 
was interesting. Last of all there was that im- 
portant episode of the bills. For Miss Nancy, the 
night she arrived, had collected all the house- 
hold accounts, including the highly esteemed 
pass-book, — they were all of the one kind, un- 
paid, — and had dispatched Chad early in the 
morning to the several creditors with his pocket 
full of crisp banknotes. 

When Chad had returned from this liquidat- 
ing tour, and the full meaning of that trusty 
agent’s mission had dawned upon the colonel, 
he had buttoned his coat tightly over his chest, 
straightened himself up, sought out his aunt, 
and, with some dignity and a slightly injured 
air, had said, — 

‘“Nancy, yo’ interfe’ence in my household 
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affairs this mornin’ was vehy creditable to yo’ 
heart, and deeply touches me ; but if I thought 
you regarded it in any other light except as a 
short tempo’ary loan, it would offend me keenly. 
Within a few days, however, I shall receive a 
vehy large amount of secu’ities from an English 
syndicate that is investigatin’ my railroad. I 
shall then return the amount to you with in- 
terest, together with that other sum which you 
loaned me when | left Caarter Hall.’’ 

The little lady’s only reply was to slip her 
hand into his and kiss him on the forehead. 

And yet that very morning he had turned his 
pockets inside out for the remains of the last 
dollar of the money she had given him when he 
lefthome. When it had all been raked together, 
and its pitiable insufficiency had become appar- 
ent, this dialogue took place: — 

‘‘ Chad, did you find any money on the flo’ 
when you breshed my clothes ?”’ 

*“No, Colonel.’’ 

‘Look round on the mantelpiece ; perhaps I 
left some bills under the clock.’’ 

‘* Ain’t none dar, sah.’’ 

Then Chad, with that same anxious look 
suddenly revived in his face, went below into 
the kitchen, mounted a chair, took down an old 
broken teacup from the top shelf, and poured 
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out into his wrinkled palm a handful of small 
silver coin, — his entire collection of tips, and 
all the money he had. This he carried to the 
colonel, with a lie in his mouth that the re- 
cording angel blotted out the moment it fell 
from his lips. 

“Here ’s some change, Marsa George, I 
forgot to gib ye; been left ober from de mar- 
ketin’.”’ 

And the colonel gathered it all in, and went 
out and spent every penny of it on roses for 
“‘dear Nancy !”’ 

All of these things, as I have said, had acted 
like a tonic on the colonel, bracing him up to 
renewed efforts, and reacting on his guests, who 
in return did their best to make the breakfast a 
merry one. 

Fitz, always delightful, was more brilliant 
than ever, his native wit, expressed in a brogue 
with verbal shadings so slight that it is hardly 
possible to give it in print, keeping the table in 
a roar; while Miss Nancy, encouraged by the 
ease and freedom of everybody about her, for- 
got for a time her quiet reserve, and was charm- 
ing in the way she turned over the leaves of her 
own youthful experiences. 

And so the talk went on until, with a smile 
to everybody, the little lady rose, called Chad, 
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who stood ready with shawl and cushion, and, 
saying she would retire to her room until the 
gentlemen had finished smoking, disappeared 
through the doorway. 

The talk had evidently aroused some mem- 
ory long buried in the colonel’s mind ; for when 
Fitz had gone, the dear old fellow picked up the 
glass holding the roses which he had given his 
aunt in the morning, and, while repeating her 
name softly to himself, buried his face in their 
fragrance. Something, perhaps, in their per- 
fume stirred that haunting memory the deeper, 
for he suddenly raised his head and burst out, — 

‘“ Ah, Major, you ought to have seen that 
woman forty years ago! Why, suh, she was 
just a rose herself !”’ 

And then followed in disconnected scraps, 
as if he were recalling it to himself, with long 
pauses between, that story which I had heard 
hinted at before,—a story never told the 
children, and never even whispered in Aunt 
Nancy’s presence, — the one love affair of her 
life. 

She and Robert had grown up together, — 
he a tall, brown-eyed young fellow just out of 
the university, and she a fair-haired, joyous girl, 
with half the county at her feet. Nancy had 
not loved him at first, nor ever did until the day 


79 


COLONEL CARTER OF CARTERSVILLE 


he had saved her life in that wild dash across 
country when her horse took fright, and he, 
riding neck and neck, had lifted her clear of her 
saddle. After that there had been but one pair 
of eyes and arms for her in the wide world. 
All of that spring and summer, as the colonel 
put it, she was like a bird pouring out her soul 
in one continuous song. Then there had come 
a night in Richmond, —the night of the ball, 
— followed by her sudden return home, hollow- 
eyed and white, and the mysterious postpone- 
ment of the wedding for a year. 

Everybody wondered, but no one knew, and 
only as the months went by did her spirits gain 
a little, and she began to sing once more. 

It was at a great party on a neighboring es- 
tate, amid the swim of the music and the whirl 
of soft lace. Suddenly loud voices and threats, 
a shower of cards flung at a man’s face, an up- 
lifted arm caught by the host. Then a hall door 
thrust open and a half-frenzied man with dis- 
ordered dress staggering out. Then the startled 
face of a young girl all in white, and a cry no 
one ever forgot, — 

“Oh, Robert, — not again ?”’ 

Her long ride home in the dead of the night, 
Nancy alone in the coach, her escort —a dis- 
tant cousin — on horseback behind. 
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Then the pursuit. The steady rise and fall of 
the hoof-beats back in the forest ; the reining in 
of Robert’s panting horse covered with foam ; his 
command to halt; a flash, and then that sweet 
face stretched out in the road in the moonlight 
by the side of the overturned coach, the cousin 
bending over her with a bullet hole in his hat, 
and Robert, ghastly white and sobered, with 
the smoking pistol in his hand. 

Then the long, halting procession homeward 
in the gray dawn. 

It was not so easy after this to keep the se- 
cret shut away ; so one day, when the shock 
had passed, — her arms about her uncle’s neck, 
— the whole story came out. She told of that 
other night there in Richmond, with Robert 
reeling and half crazed; of his promise of re- 
form, and the postponement of the wedding, 
while she waited and trusted: so sad a story 
that the old uncle forgot all the traditions that 
bound Southern families, and sustained her in 
her determination never to see Robert again. 

For days the broken-hearted lover haunted 
the place, while an out-bound ship waited in 
Norfolk harbor. 

Even Robert’s father, crushed and humiliated 
by it all, had made no intercession for him. But 
now, he begged, would she see his son for the 
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last time, only that he might touch her hand 
and say good-by ? - 

That good-by lasted an hour, Chad walking 
his horse all the while before the porch door, 
until that tottering figure, holding to the rail- 
ings and steadying itself, came down the steps. 

A shutter thrown back, and Nancy at the 
open window watching him mount. 

As he wheels he raises his hat. She pushes 
aside the climbing roses. 

In an instant he has cleared the garden beds, 
and has reined in his horse just below her win- 
dow-sill. Looking up into her face, — 

“‘Nancy, for the last time, shall I stay ? ”’ 

She only shakes her head. 

‘*Then look, Nancy, look! This is your 
work !”’ 

A gleam of steel in a clenched hand, a burst 
of smoke, and before Chad can reach him Nan- 
cy’s lover lies dead in the flowers at her feet. 


It had not been an easy story for the colonel. 
When he ceased he passed his hand across his 
forehead as if the air of the room stifled him. 
Then laying down his pipe, he bent once more 
over the slender vase, his face in the roses. 
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In an instant the colonel’s old manner re- 
turned. 

‘*May you come in, Nancy ? Why, you dear 
woman, if you had stayed away five minutes 
longer I should have gone for you myself. What! 
Another skein of yarn ? ”’ 

““Yes,’’ she said, seating herself. ‘‘ Hold out 
your hands.’’ 

The loop slipped so easily over the colonel’s 
arms that it was quite evident that the rdle was 
not new to him. 

‘Befo’ I forget it, Nancy, Mr. Fitzpatrick 
was called suddenly away to attend to some 
business connected with my railroad, and left 
his vehy kindest regards for you, and his apo- 
logies for not seein’ you befo’ he left.’’ 

Fitz had said nothing that resembled this, so 
far as my memory served me, but it was what 
he ought to have done, and the colonel always 
corrected such little slips of courtesy by supply- 
ing them himself. 

“* Politeness,’’ he would sometimes say, ‘‘is 
becomin’ rarer every day. I tell you, suh, the 
disease of bad manners is mo’ contagious than 
the small-pox.’’ 

So the deception was quite pardonable in him. 

‘¢ And what does Mr. Fitzpatrick think of the 
success of your enterprise, George ? ”” 
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The colonel sailed away as usual with all his 
balloon topsails set, his sea-room limited only 
by the skein, while his aunt wound her yarn 
silently, and listened with a face expressive at 
once of deep interest and hope, mingled with a 
certain undefined doubt. 

As the ball grew in size, she turned to me, 
and, with a penetration and practical insight 
into affairs for which I had not given her credit, 
began to dissect the scheme in detail. She had 
heard, she said, that there was lack of connect- 
ing lines and consequent absence of freight, as 
well as insufficient harbor facilities at Warren- 
town. 

I parried the questions as well as I could, 
begging off on the plea that I was only a poor 
devil of a painter with a minimum knowledge of 
such matters, and ended by referring her to Fitz. 

The colonel, much to my surprise, listened 
to every word without opening his lips, —a 
silence encouraged at first by his pride that she 
could talk so well, and maintained thereafter 
because of certain misgivings awakened in his 
mind as to the ultimate success of his pet en- 
terprise. 

When she had punctured the last of his little 
balloons, he laid his hand on her shoulder, and, 
looking into her face, said, — 
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“‘Nancy, you really don’t mean that my 
railroad will never be built ? ’’ 

“No, George ; but suppose it should not earn 
its expenses ? ”” 

Her thoughts were new to the colonel. No- 
body except a few foolish people in the Street, 
anxious to sell less valuable securities, and 
utterly unable to grasp the great merits of the 
Cartersville and Warrentown Air Line Railroad 
plan, had ever before advanced any such ideas 
in his presence. He loosened his hands from 
the yarn, and took a seat by the window. His 
aunt’s misgivings had evidently so thoroughly 
disturbed him that for an instant I could see 
traces of a certain offended dignity, coupled 
with a nervous anxiety lest her inquiries had 
shaken my own confidence in his scheme. 

He began at once to reassure me. There 
was nothing to be uneasy about. Look at the 
bonds! Note the perfect safety of the plan of 
finance, —the earlier coupons omitted, the sub- 
sequent peace of the investor! The peculiar 
location of the road, with the ancestral estates 
dotted along its line! The dignity of the sev- 
eral stations! He could hear them now in his 
mind called out as they whistled down brakes, 
“‘Carter Hall !’’ ‘‘ Barboursville! ’’ ‘‘ Talcott !”’ 
No; there was nothing about the road that should 
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disturb his aunt. For all that a still more anx- 
ious look came into his face. He began pacing 
the floor, buried in deep thought, his thumbs 
hooked behind his back. At last he stopped and 
took her hand. 

“‘ Dear Nancy, if anything should happen to 
you it would break my heart. Don’t be angry, 
it is only the Major; but yo’ talk with him has 
so disturbed me that I am determined to secure 
you against personal loss.”’ 

Miss Nancy raised her eyes wonderingly. 
She evidently did not catch his meaning. 

““You have been good enough, my dear, to 
advance me certain sums of money which I still 
owe. I want to pay these now.”’ 

‘*But, George, you ’’ — 

““My dearest Nancy,’’-—and he stooped 
down, and kissed her cheek, — ‘‘I will have 
my way. Of co’se you didn’t mean anything, 
only I cannot let another hour pass with these 
accounts unsettled. Think, Nancy; it is my 
right. The delay affects my honor.’’ 

The little lady dropped her knitting on the 
floor, and looked at me in a helpless way. 

The colonel opened the table drawer, and 
handed me pen and ink. 

‘‘Now, Major, take this sheet of paper and 
draw a note of hand.”’ 
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I looked at his aunt inquiringly. She nodded 
her head in assent. 

“* Yes, if it pleases George.”’ 

I began with the usual form, entering the 
words, ‘‘I promise to pay,’’ and stopped for in- 
structions. 

‘« Payable when, Colonel ?’’ I asked. 

** As soon as I get the money, suh.”’ 

“But you will do that anyhow, George.”’ 

“‘Yes, I know, Nancy; but I want to settle 
it in some safe way.”’ 

Then he gazed at the ceiling in deep thought. 

“7 have it, Major!’’ And the colonel seized 
the pen. The note read as follows : — 


On demand I promise to pay Ann Carter 
the sum of six hundred dollars, value received, 
with interest at the rate of six per cent. from 
January Ist. 

Payable as soon as possible. 

GEORGE FAIRFAX CARTER. 


I looked to see what effect this unexpected 
influx of wealth would produce on the dear 
lady ; but the trustful smile never wavered. 

She read to the very end the modest scrap of 
paper so suddenly enriched by the colonel’s 
signature, repeated in a whisper to herself, 
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‘« Payable as soonas possible,’’ folded it with 
as much care as if it had been a Bank of Eng- 
land note, then thanked the colonel graciously, 
and tucked it in her reticule. 
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HE colonel’s office, like many other of his 
alt valued possessions, was in fact the pro- 
perty of somebody else. 

It really belonged to a friend of Fitzpatrick, 
who had become so impressed by the Virginian’s 
largeness of manner and buoyancy of enthusi- 
asm that he had whispered to Fitz to bring him 
in at once and give him any desk in the place ; 
adding that ‘‘in a sagging market the colonel 
would be better than a war boom.”’ 

So the colonel moved in—not a very com- 
plicated operation in his case; his effects being 
confined to an old leather portfolio and a bun- 
dle of quill pens tied up with a bit of Aunt 
Nancy’s white yarn. The following day he had 
nailed his visiting card above the firm’s name 
in the corridor, hung his hat and coat on the 
proprietor’s peg, selected a desk nearest the 
light, and was as much at home in five minutes 
as if he owned the whole building. 

There was no price agreed upon. Once, when 
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Fitz delicately suggested that all such rents were 
generally payable. monthly, the colonel, after 
some difficulty in grasping the idea, had said, — 

“<7 could not offer it, suh. These gentlemen 
have treated me with a hospitality so generous 
that its memory will never fade from my mind. 
I cannot bring our relations down to the level of 
bargain and sale, suh ; it would be vulgar.”’ 

The colonel was perfectly sincere. As for him- 
self, he would have put every room in his own 
Carter Hall at their service for any purpose or 
for any length of time, and have slept in the 
woodshed himself ; and he would as soon have 
demanded the value of the bottle of wine on 
his own table as ask pay for such trivial cour- 
tesies. 

Nor did he stop at the rent. The free use of 
stamps, envelopes, paper, messenger service, 
and clerks were to him only evidences of a lordly 
sort of hospitality which endeared the real pro- 
prietor of the office all the more to him, because 
it recalled the lavish display of the golden days 
of Carter Hall. 

‘‘ Permit a guest to stamp his own letters, 
suh ? Never! Our servants attended to that.’’ 

Really he owed his host nothing. No office of 
its size in the Street made so much money for 
its customers in a bull market. Nobody lost 
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heart in a tumble and was sold out— that is, 
nobody to whom the colonel talked. Once con- 
vince the enthusiastic Virginian that the scheme 
was feasible, — and how little eloquence was 
needed for that ! — and the dear old fellow took 
hold with as much gusto as if it had been his 
own. 

The vein in the copper mine was always go- 
ing to widen out into a six-foot lead ; never by 
any possibility could it grow any smaller. The 
trust shares were going up, — “‘ not a point or 
two at a time, gentlemen, but with the spring 
of a panther, suh.’’ Of course the railroad earn- 
ings were a little off this month, but wait until 
the spring opened: ‘‘ Then, suh, you will see 
a revival that will sweep you off yo’ feet.”’ 

Whether it was good luck or the good heart 
that the colonel put into his friend’s customers, 
the results were always the same. Singular as 
it may seem, his cheery word just at the right 
time tided over the critical moment many an 
uncertain watcher at the ‘“‘ ticker,’’ often to an 
enlargement of his bank account. Nor would he 
allow any one to pay him for any service of this 
kind, even though he had spent days engrossed 
in their affairs. 

‘“‘Take money, suh, for helpin’ a friend out 
of a hole ? My dear suh, I see you do not 
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intend to be disco’teous ; but look at me, suh! 
There’s my hand; never refer to it again.’’ 
And then he would offer the offender his card in 
the hope, perhaps, that its ample record might 
furnish some further slight suggestion as to who 
he really was. 

His popularity, therefore, was not to be won- 
dered at. Everybody regarded him kindly, to- 
tal stranger as he was, and although few of 
them believed to any extent in his ‘‘ Garden 
Spot of Virginia,’’ as his pet enterprise soon 
came to be known around the Street, every- 
body wished it well, and not a few would have 
started it with a considerable subscription could 
the colonel have managed the additional thou- 
sands required to set it on its financial legs. 

Fitz never lost heart in the scheme, — that 
is, never when the colonel was about. As the 
weeks rolled by and one combination after 
the other failed, and the well-thumbed bundle 
of papers in the big blue envelope was re- 
turned with various comments: ‘‘In view of 
our present financial engagements we are un- 
able to undertake your very attractive railroad 
scheme,’’ or the more curt ‘‘ Not suited to our 
line of customers,’’? he would watch the colo- 
nel’s face anxiously, and rack his brain for some 
additional excuse. 
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He always found one. Tight money, or news 
from Europe, or an overissue of similar bonds ; 
next week it would be better. And the colonel 
always believed him. Fitz was his guiding star, 
and would lead him to some safe haven yet. 
This faith was his stronghold, and his only one. 

This morning, however, there was a touch 
of genuine enthusiasm about Fitz. He rushed 
into the office, caught up the blue bundle and 
the map, nearly upsetting the colonel, who was 
balanced back in his chair with his long legs 
over the desk, — a favorite attitude when down 
town, —rushed out, and returned in half an 
hour with a fat body surmounted by a bald 
head fringed about with gray curls. 

He was the advance agent of that mysterious 
combination known to the financial world as an 
‘‘English syndicate,’’ an elusive sort of com- 
mercial sea-serpent with its head in London and 
its tail around the globe. The ‘‘ inquiry ’’ which 
had so gladdened the colonel’s heart the morn- 
ing of the breakfast with Aunt Nancy had pro- 
ceeded from this rotund negotiator. 

The colonel had, as usual, started the road 
at Cartersville, and had gotten as far as the 
double-span iron bridge over the Tench when 
the rotund gentleman asked abruptly, — 

‘¢ How far are you from a coal-field ? ”’ 
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The colonel lifted the point of his pen, ad- 
justed his glasses, and punched a hole in the 
rumpled map within a hair’s breadth of a black 
dot labelled ‘‘ Cartersville.’’ 

‘Right there, suh. Within a stone’s throw 
of our locomotives.”’ 

Fitz looked into the hole with as much as- 
tonishment as if it were the open mouth of the 
mine itself. 

‘‘ Hard or soft ?’’ said the stout man. 

“*Soft, suh, and fairly good coal, I under- 
stand, although I have never used it, suh; my 
ancestors always burned wood.’’ 

Fitz heard the statement in undisguised won- 
der. In all his intercourse with the colonel he 
had never before known him to depart so much 
as a razor’s edge from the truth. 

The fat man communed with himself a mo- 
ment, and then said suddenly, ‘‘1I’ll take the 
papers and give you an answer in a week,’’ and 
hurried away. 

“Do you really mean, Colonel,’’ said Fitz, 
determined to pin him down, ‘‘ that there is a 
single pound of coal in Cartersville ? ’’ 

‘Do I mean it, Fitz? Don’t it crop out in 
half a dozen spots right on our own place ? One 
haalf of my estate, suh, is a coal-field.”’ 

** You never told me a word about it.”’ 
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““] don’t know that I did, Fitz. But it has 
never been of any use to me. Besides, suh, we 
have plenty of wood. We never burn coal at 
Caarter Hall.’’ 

Fitz did not take that view of it. He went 
into an exhaustive cross-examination of the colo- 
nel on the coal question: who had tested it, 
the character of the soil, width of the vein, and 
dip of the land. This information he carefully 
recorded in a small book which he took from 
his inside pocket. 

Loosened from Fitz’s pinioning grasp, the 
colonel, entirely oblivious to his friend’s sudden 
interest in the coal-field, and slightly impatient 
at the delay, bounded like a balloon with its 
anchors cut. 

‘*An answer from the syndicate within a 
week! My dear Fitz, 1 see yo’ drift. You have 
kept the Garden Spots for the foreign investors. 
That man is impressed, suh; I saw it in his 
ever: 

The room began filling up with the various 
customers and loungers common to such offices : 
the debonair gentleman in check trousers and 
silk hat, with a rose in his buttonhole, who 
dusts his trousers broadside with his cane, — 
short of one hundred shares with thirty per 
cent. margin; the shabby old man with a 
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solemn face who watches the ticker a moment 
and then wanders aimlessly out, looking more 
like an underpaid clerk in a law office than the 
president of a crosstown railroad, — long of one 
thousand shares with no margin at all; the 
nervous man who stops the messenger boys 
and devours the sales lists before they can be 
skewered on the files, — not a dollar’s interest 
either way ; and, last of all, the brokers with 
little pads and nimble pencils. 

The news that the great English syndicate 
was looking into the C. & W. A. L. R. R. was 
soon around the office, and each babitué had a 
bright word for the colonel, congratulating him 
on the favorable turn his affairs had taken. 

All but old Klutchem, a broker in unlisted 
securities, who had been trying for weeks to 
get a Denver land scheme before the same syn- 
dicate, and had failed. 

‘‘Garden Spot bonds! Bosh! Road begins 
nowhere and ends nowhere. If any set of fools 
built it, the only freight it would get, outside 
of peanuts and sweet potatoes, would be razor- 
back hogs and niggers. I wouldn’t give a yel- 
low dog for enough of those securities to paper 
a church.’’ 

The colonel was on his feet in an instant. 

‘““Mr. Klutchem, I cannot permit you, suh, to 
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use such language in my presence unrebuked ; 
you 9? 

““Now, see here, old Garden Spot, you 
know ”? — 

The familiarity angered the colonel even more 
than the outburst. 

“* Caarter, suh, — George Fairfax Caarter,’’ 
said the colonel with dignity. 

“* Well, Caarter, then,’’ mimicking him, per- 
haps unconsciously. ‘‘ You know’? — 

The intonation was the last straw. The colo- 
nel lost all control of himself. No man had ever 
thus dared before. 

“‘Stop, Mr. Klutchem! What I know, suh, 
I decline to discuss with you. Yo’ statements 
are false, and yo’ manner of expressin’ them 
quite in keepin’ with the evident vulga’ity of 
yo’ mind. If I can ascertain that you have ever 
had any claim to be considered a gentleman you 
will hear from me ag’in. If not, I shall rate 
you as rankin’ with yo’ yallar dog; and if you 
ever speak to me ag’in I will strike you, suh, 
with my cane.’’ 

And the colonel, his eyes flashing, strode into 
the private office with the air of a field marshal, 
and shut the door. 

Klutchem looked around the room and into 
the startled faces of the clerks and bystanders, 
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burst into a loud laugh, and left the office. On 
reaching the street he met Fitz coming in. 

“« Better look after old Garden Spot, Fitzpat- 
rick. I poked holes in his road, and he wanted 
to swallow me alive.”’ 
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HEN I reached my lodgings that night 

I found this note, marked in the left- 

hand corner ‘‘Important,’’ and in the right- 

hand corner ‘‘Inhaste.’’ A boy had left it half 
an hour before. 


Be at my house at six, prepared to leave at 


an hour’s notice. 
CARTER. 


I hurried to Bedford Place, dived through the 
tunnel, and found Fitzpatrick with his hand on 
the knocker. I followed him through the nar- 
row hall and into the dining-room. He had a 
duplicate, also marked ‘‘ Important ’’ and ‘‘In 
haste,’’ with this additional postscript: ‘‘ Bring 
address of a prudent doctor.’’ 

“What does all this mean, Fitz ?’’ I asked, 
spreading my letter out. 

‘‘T give it up, Major. The last I saw of the 
colonel was at two o’clock. He was then in 
the private office, writing. That old wind-bag 
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Klutchem had been worrying him, I heard, and 
the colonel sat down on him hard. But he had 
forgotten all about it when I talked to him, for 
he was as calm as a clock. But what the devil, 
Major, does he want with a doctor? Chad !”’ 

“Yess sani” 

“« Was the colonel sick this morning ? ”’ 

‘““No, sah. Eat two b’iled eggs, and a dish 
ob ham half as big as yo’ han’. He wa’n’tsick, 
*cause I yerd him singin’ to hisself all fru de 
tunnel cl’ar out to de street.”’ 

We sat down and looked at each other. Could 
anybody else be sick? Perhaps Aunt Nancy 
had been taken ill on her way home to Vir- 
ginia, and the doctor was for the dear lady. 
But why a ‘‘ prudent doctor,’’ and why both 
of us to go? 

Fitz paced up and down the room, and I sat 
by the open window, and iooked out into the 
dreary yard. The hands of the clock in the tall 
tower outlined against the evening sky were 
past the hour, long past, and yet no colonel. 

Suppose he had been suddenly stricken down 
himself ! Suppose — 

The slamming of the outer gate, followed by 
a sentry-like tread in the tunnel, cut short our 
quandary, and the colonel’s tall figure emerged 
from the archway, and mounted the steps. 
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“What has happened ?’’ we both blurted 
out, opening the door for him. ‘‘ Who’s sick ? 
Where are we going ?”’ 

The colonel’s only reply was a pressure of 
our hands. Then, placing his hat with great 
deliberation on the hall table, he drew off his 
gloves, waved us before him, and took his seat 
at the dining-room table. 

Fitz and I, now thoroughly alarmed, and 
quite prepared for the worst, stood on each side. 

The colonel dropped his hand into his inside 
pocket, and drew forth three letters. 

““Gentlemen, you see befo’ you a man on 
the verge of one of the great crises of his life. 
You heard, Fitz, of what occurred in my office 
this mornin’? You know how brutally I was 
insulted, and how entirely without provoca- 
tion on my part? Iam a Caarter, suh, anda 
gentleman. No man can throw discredit on an 
enterprise bearin’ my name without bein’ an- 
swerable to me.’’ And the colonel with great 
dignity opened one of the letters, and read as 
follows : — ; 

No. 51 BEDFORD PLACE, 


Tuesday. 
P. A. KLUTCHEM. 


Sir, —You took occasion this morning, in 
the presence of a number of my friends, to 
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make use of certain offensive remarks reflecting 
upon a great commercial enterprise to which I 
have lent my name. This was accompanied by 
a familiarity as coarse as it was unwarranted. 
The laws of hospitality, which your own lack 
of good breeding violated, forbade my having 
you ejected from my office on the spot. 

I now demand that satisfaction to which I 
am entitled, and I herewith inform you that I 
am ready at an hour’s notice to meet you at 
any point outside the city most convenient to 
yourself. 

Immediately upon your reply my friend Mr. 
T. B. Fitzpatrick will wait upon you and ar- 
range the details. I name Major Thos. C. Yan- 
cey of Virginia as my second in the field. 

I have the honor to remain 

Your obedient servant, 
GEORGE FAIRFAX CARTER, 
Late Colonel C. S. A. 


‘« Suffering Moses! ’’ cried out Fitz. ‘* You 
are not going to send that ?’’ 

“It is sent, my dear Fitz. Mailed from my 
office this afternoon. This is a copy.’’ 
Fitz sank into a chair with both hands to his 
head. 

‘‘My object in sendin’ for you both,’ the 
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colonel continued, ‘‘ was to be fully prepared 
should my antagonist select some early hour in 
the mornin’. In that case, Fitz, I shall have to 
rely on you alone, as Major Yancey cannot 
reach here until the followin’ day. That was 
why a prudent doctor might be necessary at 
once.”’ 

Fitz’s only reply was to thump his own head, 
as if the situation was too overpowering for 
words. 

The colonel, with the same deliberation, 
opened the second letter. It was addressed to 
Judge Kerfoot, informing him of the nature of 
the ‘‘crisis,’’ and notifying him of his (the 
colonel’s) intention to appoint him sole execu- 
tor of his estate should fate provide that va- 
cancy. 

The third was a telegram to Major Yancey, 
summoning him at once ‘‘to duty on the field 
in an affair of honor.’’ 

“<T am aware, Fitz, that some secrecy must 
be preserved in an affair of this kind Nawth — 
quite diffe’ent from our own county, and’? — 

“‘ Secrecy! Secrecy! With that bellowing 
Klutchem ? Don’t you know that that idiot 
will have it all over the Street by nine o’clock 
to-morrow, unless he is ass enough to get scared, 
get out a warrant, and clap you into the Tombs 
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before breakfast? Oh, Colonel! How could you 
do a thing like this without letting us know ?”’ 

The colonel never changed a muscle in his 
face. He was courteous, even patient with Fitz, 
now really alarmed over the consequences of 
what he considered a most stupendous piece of 
folly. He could not, he said, sit in judgment on 
other gentlemen. If Fitz felt that way, it was 
doubtless due to his education. As for himself, 
he must follow the traditions of his ancestors. 

“‘But at all events, my friends, my dear 
friends,’? —and he extended both hands, — 
‘‘we must not let this affair spoil our ap’tites. 
Nothing can now occur until the mornin’, and 
we have ample time befo’ daylight to make our 
preparations. Major, kindly touch the bell. 
Thank you! Chad, serve the soup.”’ 

So short a time elapsed between the sound of 
the bell and the thrusting in of Chad’s head 
that it was quite evident the darky had been 
listening on the outside. 

If, however, that worthy guardian of the 
honor and dignity of the Carter family was at 
all disturbed by what he had heard, there was 
nothing in his face to indicate it. On the con- 
trary, every wrinkle was twisted into curls and 
curves of hilarity. He even went so far during 
dinner as to correct his master in so slight a 
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detail as where Captain Loynes was hit in the 
famous duel between the colonel’s father and 
that distinguished Virginian. 

‘« Are you shore, Chad, it was in the leg ?’’ 

“Yes, sah, berry sho. You don’t reckel- 
member, Colonel ; but I had Marsa John’s coat, 
an’ I wrop it round Cap’in Loynes when he was 
ca’aied to his ca’aige. Yes, sah, jes above de 
knee. Marsa John picked him de fust shot.”’ 

“<] remember now. Yes, you are right. The 
captain always walked a little lame. 

“But, gentlemen,’’ —still with great dignity, 
but yet with an air as if he desired to relieve 
our minds from any anxiety concerning himself, 
— ‘‘by far the most interesting affair of honor 
of my time was the one in which I met Major 
Howard, a prominent member of the Fairfax 
County bar. Some words in the heat of debate 
led to a blow, and the next mornin’ the hand- 
kerchief was dropped at the edge of a wood near 
the cote-house just as the sun rose over the hill. 
As | fired, the light blinded me, and my ball 
passed through his left arm. I escaped with a 
hole in my sleeve.”’ 

‘‘Living yet?’’ asked Fitz, repressing a smile. 

‘«Certainly, suh, and one of the fo’most 
lawyers of our State. Vehy good friend of mine. 
Saw him on’y the week befo’ I left home.”’ 
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When dinner was served, I could detect no 
falling off in the colonel’s appetite. With the 
exception of a certain nervous expectance, in- 
tensified when there was a rap at the front door, 
followed by a certain consequent disappoint- 
ment when Chad announced the return of a 
pair of shoes — out to be half-soled — instead 
of the long-delayed reply from the offending 
broker, he was as calm and collected as ever. 

It was only when he took from his table 
drawer some sheets of foolscap, spread the nib 
of a quill pen on his thumb-nail, and beckoned 
Fitz to his side, that I noticed any difference 
even in his voice. 

““You know, Fitz, that my hand is not so 
steady as it was, and if I should fall, there are 
some things that must be attended to. Sit here 
and write these memoranda at my dictation.”’ 

Fitz drew nearer, and bent his ear in atten- 
tion. 

‘1, George Fairfax Caarter of Caarter Hall, 
Caartersville, Virginia, bein’ of sound mind ’’ — 

The pen scratched away. 

‘* Everything down but the sound mind,”’ 
said ‘Fitz5"** but So on.’: 

“Do hereby,”’ continued the colonel. 

“* What’s all this for — another challenge ? ”’ 
said Fitz, looking up. 
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‘No, Fitz,’? —the colonel did not like his 
tone, — ‘‘ but a few partin’ instructions which 
will answer in place of a more formally drawn 
will.’’ 

Fitz scratched on until the preamble was fin- 
ished, and the unincumbered half of Carter Hall 
had been bequeathed to ‘‘ my ever valued aunt, 
Ann Carter, spinster,’’ and he had reached anew 
paragraph beginning with, ‘‘ All bonds, stocks, 
and shares, whether founders’, preferred, or 
common, of the corporation known as the Car- 
tersville and Warrentown Air Line Railroad, 
particularly the sum of 25,000 shares of said 
company subscribed for by the undersigned, I 
hereby bequeath,’’ when Fitz stopped and laid 
down his pen. 

“‘ You can’t leave that stock. Not transferred 
to you yet.”’ 

‘‘T know it, Fitz; but I have pledged my 
word to take it, and so far as I am concerned, 
it is mine.”’ 

Fitz looked over his glasses at me, and com- 
pleted the sentence by which this also be- 
came ‘‘ the exclusive property of Ann Carter, 
spinster.’’? Then followed a clause giving his 
clothes to Chad, his seal and chain to Fitz, 
and his fowling-piece to me. 

When the document was finished, the colonel 
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signed it in a bold, round hand, and attested it 
by a burning puddle of red wax into which he 
plunged the old family seal. Fitz and I duly 
witnessed it, and then the colonel, with the 
air of a man whose mind had been suddenly 
relieved of some great pressure, locked the im- 
portant document in his drawer, and handed the 
key to Fitz. 

The change now in the colonel’s manner was 
quite in keeping with the expression of his face. 
All his severe dignity, all the excess of respon- 
sibility and apparent studied calmness, were 
gone. He even became buoyant enough to 
light a pipe. 

Presently he gave a little start, as if suddenly 
remembering something until that moment over- 
looked ; then he lighted a candle, and mounted 
the stairs to his bedroom. In a few minutes he 
returned, carrying in both hands a mysterious- 
looking box. This he placed with great care on 
the table, and proceeded to unlock with a min- 
iature key attached to a bunch which he inva- 
riably carried in his trousers pocket. 

It was a square box made of mahogany, 
bound at each corner with brass, and bearing 
in the centre of the top a lozenge-shaped silver 
tablet engraved with the Carter coat of arms, 
the letters ‘‘ G. F. C.”’ being beneath. 
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The colonel raised the lid and uncovered the 
weapons that had defended the honor of the 
Carter family for two generations. They were 
the old-fashioned single-barrel kind, with butts 
like those of the pirates in a play, and they lay 
in a bed of faded red velvet surrounded by ram- 
rods, bullet-moulds, a green pill-box labelled 
“«G. D. Gun Caps,’’ some scraps of wash lea- 
ther, together with a copper powder-flask and 
a spoonful of bullets. The nipples were pro- 
tected by little patches cut from an old kid 
glove. 

The colonel showed with great pride a dent on 
one side of the barrel where a ball had glanced, 
saving some ancestor’s life ; then he rang the 
bell for Chad, and consigned the case to that 
hilarious darky, very much as the knight of a 
castle would place his trusty blade in the hands 
of his chief armorer. 

“¢ Want a tech o’ ile in dese baals, Colonel,’’ 
said Chad, examining them critically. ‘‘ Got 
to keep dere moufs clean if you want dese dogs 
to bark right ;’’ and he bore away the battery, 
followed by the colonel, who went down into 
the kitchen to see if the fire was hot enough to 
cast a few extra bullets. 

Fitz and I, being more concerned about de- 
vising some method to prevent the consequences 
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of the colonel’s rash act than in increasing the 
facilities for bloodshed, remained where we were 
and discussed the possible outcome of the situa- 
tion. 

We had about agreed that should Klutchem 
demand protection of the police, and the colonel 
be hauled up for violating the law of the State, 
I should go bail and Fitz employ the lawyer, 
when we were startled by a sound like the snap 
of a percussion cap, followed by loud talking in 
the front yard. 

First came a voice in a commanding tone: 
“Stand where you are! Drop yo’ hand!”’ 

Then Chad’s ‘‘ Don’t shoot yit, Colonel.’’ 

Fitz and I started for the front door on a run, 
threw it open, and ran against Chad standing on 
the top step with his back to the panels. Over 
his head he held the stub of a candle flickering 
in the night wind. This he moved up and down 
in obedience to certain mysterious sounds which 
came rumbling out of the tunnel. Beside him 
on the stone step lay the brass-cornered ma- 
hogany duelling case, with both weapons gone. 

The only other light visible was the glowing 
eye of the tall tower. 

‘‘Where’s the colonel ?’’ we both asked in 
a breath, 

Chad kept the light aloft with one hand like 
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an ebony Statue of Liberty, and pointed straight 
ahead into the tunnel with the other. 

‘“Mo’ to the left,’’ came the voice. 

Chad swayed the candle towards the broken- 
down fence, and sent his magnified shadow 
scurrying up the measly wall and halfway over 
to the next house. 

“<So! Now steady.”’ 

The darky stood like the Sphinx, the light 
streaming atop of the tall candlestick, and then 
said from out one side of his mouth, ‘‘ Spec’ you 
gemmen better squat ; she’s gwine to bite. ”’ 

Fitz peered into the tunnel, caught the gleam 
of a pistol held in a shadowy hand, made a clear 
leap, and landed out of range among the broken 
flower-pots. I sprang behind the hydrant, and 
at the same instant another cap snapped. 

‘‘ Ah, gentlemen,’’ said the voice emerging 
from the tunnel, ‘‘ had I been quite sure of my- 
self I should have sent for you. I used to snuff 
a candle at fo’ty yards, and but that my pow- 
der is a little old I could do it ag’in.”’ 


VII 


THE OUTCOME OF A COUNCIL OF 
WAR 


HEN early the next morning, Fitz and 
I arrived at the colonel’s office, he was 
already on hand and in a state of high nervous 
excitement. His coat, which, so far as a coat 
might, always expressed in its various combina- 
tions the condition of his mind, was buttoned 
close up under his chin, giving to his slender 
figure quite a military air. He was pacing the 
floor with measured tread ; one hand thrust into 
his bosom, senator fashion, the other held be- 
hind his back. 

*“Not a line, suh; not the scrape of a pen. 
If his purpose, suh, is to ignore me altogether, 
I shall horsewhip him on sight.”’ 

“« Have you looked through the firm’s mail ?”’ 
remarked Fitz, glad of the respite. 

““Eve’ywhere, suh — not a scrap.” 

“‘T will hunt him up;’’ and Fitz hurried 
down to Klutchem’s office in the hope of either 
intercepting the challenge or of pacifying the 
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object of the colonel’s wrath, if by any good 
chance the letter should have been delayed un- 
til the morning. 

In ten minutes he returned with the mystify- 
ing news that Mr. Klutchem’s letters had been 
sent to his apartment the night before, and that 
a telegram had just been received notifying his 
clerks that he would not be down that day. 

‘‘Escaped, suh, has he? Run like a dog! 
Like a yaller dog as he is! Where has he 
gone ? ”’ 

‘« After a policeman, I guess,’’ ventured Fitz. 

The colonel stopped, and an expression of 
profound contempt overspread his face. 

“Tf the gentleman has fallen so low, suh, 
that he proposes to go about with a constable 
taggin’ after his heels, you can tell him, suh, 
that he is safe even from my boot.”’ 

Then he shut the door of the private office in 
undisguised disgust, leaving Fitz and me on the 
outside. 

“‘ What are we going to do, Major? ’’ inquired 
Fitz, now really anxious. ‘‘1 am positive that 
old Klutchem has either left town or is at this 
moment at police headquarters. If so, the dear 
old fellow will be locked up before sundown. 
Klutchem got that letter last night.’’ 

It was at once decided to head off the broker, 
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Fitz keeping an eye on his office every half 
hour in the hope that he might turn up, and I 
completing the arrangements for the colonel’s 
bail so as to forestall the possibility of his remain- 
ing in custody overnight. 

Fitz spent the day in efforts to lay hands on 
Klutchem in order to prevent the law perform- 
ing the same service for the colonel. My own 
arrangements were more easily completed, a 
friend properly possessed of sufficient real es- 
tate to make good his bond being in readiness 
for any.emergency. One o’clock came, then 
three, then five ; the colonel all the time keep- 
ing to the seclusion of his private office, Fitz 
watching for Klutchem, and I waiting in the 
larger office for the arrival of one of those clean- 
shaven, thick-set young men, in a Derby hat 
and sack-coat, the unexpected pair of hand- 
cuffs in his outside pocket. 

The morning of the second day the situation 
remained still unchanged ; Fitz had been un- 
able to find Klutchem either at his office or at 
his lodgings, the colonel was still without any 
reply from his antagonist, and no young man 
answering to my fears had put in any appear- 
ance whatever. 

The only new features were a telegram from 
Tom Yancey to the effect that he and Judge 
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Kerfoot would arrive about noon, and another 
from the judge himself begging a postponement 
until they could reach the field. 

Fitz read both dispatches in a corner by him- 
self, with a face expressive of the effect these 
combined troubles were making upon his other- 
wise happy countenance. He then crumpled 
them up in his hand and slid them into his 
pocket. 

Up to this time not a soul in the office except 
the colonel, Fitz, and I had the faintest hint of 
the impending tragedy, it being one of the colo- 
nel’s maxims that all affairs of honor demanded 
absolute silence. 

‘‘If yo’ enemy falls,’’ he would say, ‘‘ it is 
mo’ co’teous to say nothin’ but good of the 
dead ; and when you cannot say that, better 
keep still. If he is alive let him do the talkin’ 
— he will soon kill himself.”’ 

Fitz kept still because he felt sure if he could 
get hold of Klutchem the whole affair — either 
outcome, powder or law — could be prevented. 

“« Just as I had got the syndicate to look into 
the coal land,’’ said Fitz, ‘‘ which is the only 
thing the colonel’s got worth talking about, 
here he goes and gets into a first-class cast-iron 
scrape like this. What a lovely old idiot he is! 
But I tell you, Major, something has got to be 
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done about this shooting business right away ! 
Here I have arranged for a meeting at the colo- 
nel’s house on Saturday to discuss this new 
coal development, and the syndicate’s agent is 
coming, and yet we can’t for the life of us tell 
whether the colonel will be on his way home 
in a pine box or locked up here for trying to 
murder that old wind-bag. It’s horrible ! 

“And to cap the climax,’’ —and he pulled 
out the crumpled telegrams, — ‘‘ here come a 
gang of fire-eaters who will make it twice as 
difficult for me to settle anything. 1 wish I could 
find Klutchem ! ”’ 

While he spoke the office door opened, usher- 
ing in a stout man with a red face, accompan- 
ied by an elderly, white-haired gentleman, in a 
butternut suit. The red-faced man was carry- 
ing a carpet bag —not the Northern variety of 
wagon-curtain canvas, but the old-fashioned 
carpet kind, with leather handles and a mouth 
like a catfish. The snuff-colored gentleman’s 
only charge was a heavy hickory cane and an 
umbrella with a waist like a marketwoman’s. 

The red-faced man took off a wide straw hat 
and uncovered a head slightly bald and reeking 
with perspiration. 

“I’m lookin’ fur Colonel Caarter, suh. Is 
he in ?”’ 
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Fitz pointed to the door of the private office, 
and the elderly man drew his cane and rapped 
twice. The colonel must have recognized the 
signal as familiar, for the door opened with a 
spring, and the next moment he had them both 
by the hands. 

“Why, Jedge, this is indeed an honor — and 
Tom! Of co’se I knew you would come, Tom ; 
but the jedge I did not expec’ until I got yo’ 
telegram. Give me yo’ bag, and put yo’ um- 
brella in the corner. 

“‘Here Fitz, Major! both of you come in 
here at once ! 

“« Jedge Kerfoot, gentlemen, of the district 
co’te of Fairfax County. Major Tom Yancey, 
of the army.”’ 

The civilities over, extra chairs were brought 
in, the door again closed, and a council of war 
was held. 

Major Yancey’s first word — but I must de- 
scribe Yancey. Imagine a short, oily-skinned, 
perpetually perspiring sort of man of forty, with 
a décolleté collar, a double-breasted waistcoat 
with glass buttons, and skin-tight light trousers 
held down to a pair of high-heeled boots by lea- 
ther straps. The space between his waistband 
and his waistcoat was made good by certain 
puckerings of his shirt, anxious to escape the 
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thraldom of his suspenders. His paunch began 
and ended so suddenly that he constantly re- 
minded you of a man who had swallowed a toy 
balloon. 

Yancey’s first word was an anxious inquiry as 
to whether he was late, adding, ‘‘ 1 came ez soon 
ez I could settle some business mattahs.’’ He 
had borrowed his travelling expenses from Ker- 
foot, who in turn had borrowed them from Miss 
Nancy, keeping the impending duel carefully 
concealed from that dear lady, and reading only 
such part of the colonel’s letter as referred to 
the drawing up of some important papers in 
which he was to figure as chief executor. 

“Late? No, Tom,’’ said the colonel ; ‘‘ but 
the scoundrel has run to cover. Weare watch- 
in’ his hole.”’ 

“‘You sholy don’t tell me he’s got away, 
Colonel ? ’’ replied Major Yancey. 

‘* What could I do, Yancey ? He has n’t had 
the decency to answer my letter.’’ 

Yancey, however, on hearing more fully the 
facts, clung to the hope that the Yankee would 
yet be smoked out. 

‘*T of co’se am not familiar with the code as 
practised Nawth—perhaps these delays are 
permis’ble; but in my county a challenge is a 
ball, and a man is killed or wounded ez soon ez 
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the ink is dry on the papah. The time he has 
to live is only a mattah of muddy roads or con- 
venience of seconds. Is there no way in which 
this can be fixed? I doan’t like to return home 
without an effo’t bein’ made.’’ 

The colonel, anxious to place the exact situa- 
tion before Major Yancey, so that he might go 
back fully assured that everything that a Car- 
ter could do had been done, read the copy of the 
challenge, gave the details of Fitz’s efforts to 
find Klutchem, the repeated visits to his office, 
and finally the call at his apartments. 

The major listened attentively, consulted 
aside with the judge, and then in an authorita- 
tive tone, made the more impressive by the 
decided way with which he hitched up his 
trousers, said, — 

“‘You have done all that a high-toned South- 
ern gemman could do, Colonel. Yo’ honor, suh, 
is without a stain.’’ 

In which opinion he was sustained by Ker- 
foot, who proved to be a ponderous sort of old- 
fashioned county judge, and who accentuated his 
decision by bringing down his cane with a bang. 

While all this was going on in the private 
office under cover of profound secrecy, another 
sort of consultation of a much more public char- 
acter was being held in the office outside. 
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A very bright young man, one of the clerks, 
held in his hand a large envelope, bearing on 
one end the printed address of the firm whose 
private office the colonel was at that mo- 
ment occupying as a council chamber. It was 
addressed in the colonel’s well-known round 
hand. This was not the fact, however, which 
excited interest, for the colonel never used any 
other envelopes than those of the firm. 

The postman, who had just taken it from his 
bag, wanted to deliver it at its destination. The 
proprietor wanted to throw it back into the box 
for remailing, believing it to be a Garden Spot 
circular, and so of no especial importance. The 
bright young man wanted to return it to the 
colonel. 

The bright young man prevailed, rapped at 
the door, and laid the letter under the colonel’s 
nose. It bore this address : — 

P. A. Klutchem, Esq., 
Room 21, Star Building, Wall Street, 

Immediate. New York. 

The colonel turned pale and broke the seal. 
Out dropped his challenge ! 

‘Where did you get this ?’’ he asked, 
aghast. 

‘* From the carrier. It was held for postage.’’ 
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Had a bombshell been exploded the effect 
could not have been more startling. 

Yancey was the first man on his feet. 

“And the scoundrel never got it! Here, 
Colonel, give me the letter. I’ll go through 
this town like a fine-tooth comb but what I ’ll 
find him. He will never escape me. My name 
is Yancey, suh!’’ 

The judge was more conservative. He had 
grave doubts as to whether a second challenge, 
after a delay of two days and two nights, could 
be sent at all. The traditions of the Carter 
family were a word and a blow, not a blow and 
a word in two days. To intrust the letter to 
the United States mail was a grave mistake ; 
the colonel might have known that it would 
miscarry. 

Fitz said grimly that letters always did, with- 
out stamps. The government was running the 
post-office on a business basis, not for its health. 

Yancey looked at Fitz as if the interruption 
wearied him, then, turning to the colonel, said 
that he was dumfounded that a man who 
had been raised as Colonel Carter could have 
violated so plain a rule of the code. A chal- 
lenge should always be delivered by the hand 
of the challenger’s friend. It should never be 
mailed. 
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The poor colonel, who since the discovery of 
the unstamped letter had sat in a heap buried 
in his coat collar, — the military button having 
given way, — now gave his version of the mis- 
carriage. 

He began by saying that when his friend 
Major Yancey became conversant with all the 
facts he would be more lenient with him. He 
had, he said, found the proprietor’s drawer 
locked, and, not having a stamp about him, had 
dropped thedocument into the mail-box with the 
firm’s letters, presuming that the clerks would 
affix the tax the government imposed. That 
the document had reached the post-office was 
evidenced by the date-stamp on the envelope. 
It seemed to him a picayune piece of business 
on the part of the authorities to detain it, and 
all for the paltry sum of two cents. 

Major Yancey conferred with the judge for a 
moment, and then said that the colonel’s ex- 
planation had relieved him of all responsibility. 
He owed him a humble apology, and he shook 
his hand. Colonel Carter had done all that a 
high-bred gentleman could do. The letter was 
intrusted to the care of Mr. Klutchem’s own 
government, the post-office as now conducted 
being peculiarly a Yankee institution. 

“If Mr. Klutchem’s own government, gem- 
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men,’’ — and he repeated it with a rising voice, 
— ‘‘if Mr. Klutchem’s own government does 
not trust him enough to deliver to him a letter 
in advance of a payment of two cents, such ac- 
tion, while highly discreditable to Mr. Klutchem, 
certainly does not relieve that gemman from the 
responsibility of answerin’ Colonel Caarter.’’ 

The colonel said the point was well taken, 
and the judge sustained him. 

Yancey looked around with the air of a coun- 
try lawyer who had tripped up a witness, de- 
corated a corner of the carpet, and continued, — 

‘My idee, suh, now that I am on the ground, 
is for me to wait upon the gemman at once, 
hand him the orig’nal challenge, and demand an 
immediate answer. That is,’’ turning to Fitz, 
‘‘unless he is in hidin’.”’ 

Fitz replied that it was pretty clear to him 
that a man could not hide from a challenge he 
had never received. It was quite evident that 
Klutchem was detained somewhere. 

The colonel coincided, and said in justice to 
his antagonist that he would have to acquit him 
of this charge. He did not now believe that Mr. 
Klutchem had run away. 

Fitz, who up to this time had enjoyed every 
turn in the discussion, and who had listened to 
Yancey with a face like a stone god, his knees 
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shaking with laughter, now threw another bomb- 
shell almost as disastrous as the first. 

“‘Besides, gentlemen, I don’t think Mr. 
Klutchem’s remarks were insulting.”’ 

The colonel’s head rose out of his collar with 
a jerk, and the forelegs of Yancey’s chair struck 
the floor with a thump, Both sprang to their 
feet. The judge and I remained quiet. 

‘‘ Not insultin’, suh, to call a gemman a— 
a — Colonel, what did the scoundrel call you ? ”’ 

“It was mo’ his manner,”’ replied the colonel. 
“‘He was familiar, suh, and presumin’ and of- 
fensive.”’ 

Yancey broke away again, but Fitz side- 
tracked him with a gesture, and asked the colo- 
nel to repeat Klutchem’s exact words. 

The colonel gazed at the ceiling a moment, 
and replied, — 

*“Mr. Klutchem said that, outside of peanuts 
and sweet potatoes, all my road would git for 
freight would be niggers and razor-back hogs.”’ 

“Mr. Klutchem was right, Colonel,’’ said 
Fitz. ‘‘ Very sensible man. They will form a 
very large part of our freight. Anything offen- 
sive in that remark of Klutchem’s, Major Yan- 
ceyn? 

The major conferred with the judge, and said 
reluctantly that there was not. 
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“*Go on, Colonel,’’ continued Fitz. 

““Then, suh, he said he would n’t trade a 
yaller dog for enough of our bonds to papah a 
meetin’-house.”’ 

“Did he call you a yaller dog ? ’’ said Yan- 
cey searchingly, and straightening himself up. 

SHINGs22 

‘* Call anybody connected with you a yaller 
dog? ”’ 

“* Can’t say that he did.”’ 

“Call yo’ railroad a yaller dog ? ”’ 

**No, don’t think so,’’ said the colonel, now 
thoroughly confused and adrift. 

Yancey consulted with the judge a moment 
in one corner, and then said gravely, — 

‘* Unless some mo’ direct insult is stated, 
Colonel, we must agree with yo’ friend Mr. 
Fitzpatrick, and consider yo’ action hasty. 
Now, if you had pressed the gemman, and he 
had called you a yaller dog or a liar, somethin’ 
might be done. Why didn’t you press him ? ”’ 

‘<1 did, suh. I told him his statements were 
false and his manners vulgar.’’ 

“¢ And he did not talk back ? ”’ 

“‘No, suh; on’y laughed.”’ 

“«Sneeringly, and in a way that sounded like 
‘Yo’ ’re another’ ?”’ 

The colonel could not remember that it was. 
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Yancey ruminated, and Fitz now took a hand. 

“On the contrary, Major Yancey, Mr. Klutch- 
em’s laugh was no doubt a very jolly laugh ; 
and, under the circumstances, a laugh very 
creditable to his good nature. You are young 
and impetuous, but I know my learned friend, 
Judge Kerfoot, will agree with me ’’ — here 
Yancey patted his toy balloon complacently, and 
the judge leaned forward with rapt attention — 
‘‘when I say that if any apologies are in order 
they should not come from Mr. Klutchem.”’ 

It was delicious to note how easily Fitz fell 
into the oratorical method of his hearers. 

‘“ Here is a man immersed in stocks, and to- 
tally ignorant of the boundless resources of your 
State, who limits the freight of our road to four 
staples, — peanuts, hogs, sweet potatoes, and 
niggers. As a further exhibition of his igno- 
rance he estimates the value of a large block of 
our securities as far below the price set upon a 
light, tan-colored canine, a very inexpensive 
animal,—or as he puts it, and perhaps too 
coarsely, a yellow dog. For the expression of 
these financial opinions in an open office dur- 
ing business hours he is set upon, threatened 
with expulsion, and finally challenged to a mor- 
tal duel. I ask you, as chivalric Virginians, is 
this right? ”’ 
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Yancey was about to answer, when the judge 
raised his hand impressively. 

“* The co’te, not being familiar with the prac- 
tice of this section, can on’y decide the question 
in acco’dance with the practice of his own 
county. The language used is not objection- 
able, either under the law or by the code. The 
prisoner, Klutchem, is discharged with a repri- 
mand, and the plaintiff, Caarter, leaves the co’te 
room without a stain on his cha’acter. The 
co’te will now take a recess.”’ 

Fitz listened with great gravity to the deci- 
sion of the learned judge, bowed to him with 
the pleased deference of the winning attorney, 
grasped the colonel’s hand, and congratulated 
him warmly on his acquittal. 

Then, locking his arm through Yancey’s, he 
conducted that pugnacious but parched Virgin- 
ian, together with the overworked judge, out 
into the street, down a flight of stone steps, and 
into an underground apartment; from which 
they all emerged later with that satisfied, cheer- 
ful air peculiar to a group of men who have 
slaked their thirst. 

The colonel and I remained behind. He was 
in no mood for such frivolity. 
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HILE the judge’s decision had relieved 
the colonel of all responsibility so far 


as Yancey and Cartersville were concerned, — 
and Yancey would be Cartersville when he was 
back at the tavern stove, — there was one per- 
son it had not satisfied, and that was the colo- 
nel himself. 

He began pacing the floor, recounting for my 
benefit the various courtesies he had received 
_ since he had lived at the North, —not only 
from the proprietors of the office, but from every 
one of its frequenters. And yet after all these 
civilities he had so far forgotten himself as to 
challenge a friend of his host, a very worthy 
gentleman, who, although a trifle brusque in 
his way of putting things, was still an open- 
hearted man. And all because he differed with 
him on a matter of finance. 

“¢ The mo’ I think of it, Major, the mo’ I am 
overwhelmed by my action. It was inconsider- 
ate, suh. It was uncalled for, suh; and I am 
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afraid,’” and here he lowered his voice, ‘‘it 
was ill-bred and vulgar. What could those gen- 
tlemen who stood by have thought ? They have 
all been so good to me, Major! I have betrayed 
their hospitality. I have forgotten my blood, 
suh. There is certainly an apology due Mr. 
Klutchem.’’ 

At this juncture Fitz returned, followed by 
Yancey, who was beaming all over, the judge 
bringing up the rear. 

All three listened attentively. 

‘“Who’s goin to apologize ?’’ said Yancey, 
shifting his thumbs from his armholes to the 
side pockets of his vest, from which he pinched 
up some shreds of tobacco. 

‘IT am, suh !”’ replied the colonel. 

‘What for, Colonel ?’’ The doctrine was 
new to Yancey. 

‘‘ For my own sense of honor, suh 

‘‘ But he never got the challenge.”’ 

‘“<That makes no diff’ence, suh. I wrote it.’’ 
And the colonel threw his head up, and looked 
Major Yancey straight in the eye. 

‘‘ But, Colonel, we ’ve got the letter, — 
Klutchem don’t know a word about it.’’ 

“But I do, Major Yancey ; and so do you 
and Fitz and the jedge and the Major here. 
We all know it. Do you suppose, suh, for one 


129 


fare 


COLONEL CARTER OF CARTERSVILLE 


instant, that I am cowardly enough to stab a 
man in the back this way and give him no 
chance of defendin’ himself ? It is monst’ous, 
suh! Why, suh, it’s no better than insultin’ a 
deaf man, and then tryin’ to escape because he 
did not hear you. | tell you, suh, I shall apolo- 
gize. Fitz, kindly inquire outside if there is any 
news of Mr. Klutchem.”’ 

Fitz opened the door, and sent the inquiry 
ringing through the office. 

“Yes !’? came a voice from around the 
‘‘ticker.’’ ‘‘ Went to the races two days ago, 
got soaking wet, and has been laid up ever since 
at a friend’s house with the worst attack of gout 
he ever had in his life.’’ 

The colonel started as if he had been stung, 
put on his hat, and with a determined air but- 
toned his coat over his chest. Then, charging 
Yancey and the judge not to leave the office un- 
til he returned, he beckoned Fitz to him, and 
said ; — 

““We have not a moment to lose. Get Mr. 
Klutchem’s address, and order a caarriage.’’ 

It was the custom with Fitz never to cross 
the colonel in any one of his sudden whims. 
Whether this was because he liked to indulge 
him, or because it gave him an opportunity to 
study a type of man entirely new to him, the 
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result was always the same, — the colonel had 
his way. Had the Virginian insisted upon wait- 
ing on the offending broker in a palanquin or 
upon the top of a four-in-hand, Fitz would have 
found the vehicle somehow, and have crawled 
in or on top beside him with as much compla- 
cency as if he had spent his whole life with pal- 
anquins and coaches, and had had no other inter- 
ests. So when the order came for the carriage, 
Fitz winked at me with his left eye, walked to 
the sidewalk, whistled to a string of cabs, and 
the next instant we were all three whirling up 
the crowded street in search of the bedridden 
broker. 

The longer the colonel brooded over the situ- 
ation the more he was satisfied with the idea 
of the apology. Indeed, before he had turned 
down the side street leading to the temporary 
hospital of the suffering man, he had arranged 
in his mind just where the ceremony would take 
place, and just how he would frame his open- 
ing sentence. He was glad, too, that Klutchem 
had been discovered so soon, while Yancey and 
Kerfoot were still in town. 

The colonel alighted first, ran up the steps, 
pulled the bell with the air of a doctor called to 
an important case, and sent his card to the first 
floor back. 
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“‘Mr. Klutchem says, ‘ Walk up,’ ”’ said the 

maid. : 
The broker was in an armchair with his back 
to the door, only the top of his bald head being 
visible as we entered. On a stool in front rested 
a foot of enormous size swathed in bandages. 
Leaning against his chair were a pair of crutches. 
He was somewhat startled at the invasion, made 
as it was in the busiest part of the day. 

“‘ What ’s up? Anybody busted ? ’’ 

Fitz assured him that the Street was in a 
state of the greatest tranquillity ; that the visit 
was purely personal, and made for the express 
purpose of offering Colonel Carter an opportu- 
nity of relieving his mind of a pressure which at 
the precise moment was greater than he could 
bear. 

“* Out with it, old Garden — Colonel,’’ broke 
out Klutchem, catching himself in time, and ap- 
parently greatly relieved that the situation was 
no worse. 

The colonel, who remained standing, bowed 
courteously, drew himself up with a dress-parade 
gesture, and recounted slowly and succinctly the 
incidents of the preceding three days. 

When he arrived at the drawing-up of the 
challenge, Klutchem looked around curiously, 
gathered in his crutches with his well leg, — 
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prepared for escape or defence, — and remained 
thus equipped until the colonel reached the se- 
cret consultation in the private office and the 
return of the unstamped letter. Then he top- 
pled his supports over on the floor, and laughed 
until the pain in his elephantine foot bent him 
double. 

The colonel paused until Klutchem had re- 
covered himself, and then continued, his face 
still serene, and still expressive of a purpose so 
lofty that it excluded every other emotion. 

“<The return of my challenge unopened, suh, 
coupled with the broad views of my distin- 
guished friends Mr. Fitzpatrick and the Major, 
— both personal friends of yo’ own, I believe, 
—and the calmer reflection of my own mind, 
have convinced me, Mr. Klutchem, that I have 
been hasty and have done you a wrong; and, 
suh, rememberin’ my blood, I have left the 
cares of my office for a brief moment, to call 
upon you at once, and tell you so. I regret, 
suh, that you have not the use of both yo’ legs, 
but I have anticipated that difficulty. My caar- 
riage is outside.’’ 

‘“‘Don’t mention it, Colonel. You never 
grazed me. If you want to plaster that syndi- 
cate all over with Garden Spots, go ahead. I 
won’t say a word. There ’s my hand.” 
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The colonel never altered a line in his face 
nor moved a muscle of his body. Mr. Klutch- 
em’s hand remained suspended in mid-air. 

“‘ Yo’ action is creditable to yo’ heart, suh, 
but you know, of cou’se, that I cannot take yo’ 
hand here. I insulted you in a public office, 
and in the presence of yo’ friends and of mine, 
some of whom are at this moment awaitin’ our 
return. I feel assured, suh, that under the cir- 
cumstances you will make an effort, however 
painful it may be to you, to relieve me from this 
stain on my cha’acter. Allow me to offer you 
my arm, and help you to my caarriage, suh. 
I will not detain you mo’ than an hour.”’ 

Klutchem looked at him in perfect astonish- 
ment. 

‘« What for ? ”” 

The colonel’s color rose. 

‘That this matter may be settled properly, 
suh. I insulted you publicly in my office. I 
wish to apologize in the same way. It is my 
right, suh.”’ 

** But I can’t walk. Look at that foot, — big 
as a hatbox.’’ 

‘« My friends will assist you, suh. I will carry 
yo’ crutches myself. Consider my situation. 
You surely, as a man of honor, will not refuse 
me this, Mr. Klutchem ? ”’ 
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The colonel’s eyes began to snap, and Fitz 
edged round to pour oil when the wind fresh- 
ened. Klutchem’s temper was also on the 
move. 

“* Get out of this chair with that mush poul- 
tice,’’ pointing to his foot, ‘‘ and have you cart 
me down to Wall Street to tell me you are sorry 
you didn’t murder me! What do you take me 
for f" 

The colonel’s eyes now fairly blazed, and his 
voice trembled with suppressed anger. 

‘*] did take you, suh, for a gentleman. I find 
Iam mistaken. And you refuse to go, and’’ — 

““Yes !’’ roared Klutchem, his voice splitting 
the air like a tomahawk. 

‘‘ Then, suh, let me tell you right here that 
if you do not get up now and get into my caar- 
riage, whenever you can stand on yo’ wuthless 
legs, I will thresh you so, suh, that you will 
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never get up any mo’. 
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A VISIT OF CEREMONY 


HE Honorable I. B. Kerfoot, presiding judge 
of the district court of Fairfax County, 
Virginia, and the gallant Major Thomas C. Yan- 
cey, late of the Confederate army, had been 
the colonel’s guests at his hospitable house in 
Bedford Place for a period of six days and six 
nights, when my cards — two — were given to 
Chad, together with my verbal hopes that both 
gentlemen were within. 

My visit was made in conformity with one of 
the colonel’s inflexible rules, — every guest un- 
der his roof, within one week of his arrival, was 
to be honored by a personal call from every 
friend within reach. 

No excuse would have sufficed on the ground 
of flying visits. And indeed, so far as these 
particular birds of passage were concerned, the 
occupation was permanent, the judge having 
taken possession of the only shakedown sofa on 
the lower floor, and the warlike major having 
plumped himself into the middle of the colonel’s 
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own bed not ten minutes after his arrival. Even 
to the casual Northern eye, unaccustomed to 
the prolonged sedentary life of the average Vir- 
ginian when a guest, there was every indication 
that these had come to stay. 

Chad laid both of my cards on the table, and 
indulged in a pantomime more graphic than 
spoken word. He shut his eyes, laid his cheek 
on one hand, and gave a groan of intense dis- 
gust, followed by certain gleeful chuckles, made 
the more expressive by the sly jerking of his 
thumb towards the dining-room door and the 
bobbing up and down of his forefinger in the 
direction of the bedroom above. 

““Bofe in. Yes, sah! Bofein, an’ bofe abed. 
Last I yerd from em’ dey was hollerin’ for ju- 
leps.”’ 

I entered the dining-room and stopped short. 
On a low sofa at the far end of the room lay 
a man of more than ordinary girth, with coat, 
vest, and shoes off, his face concealed by a 
newspaper. From beneath this sheet came, at 
regular intervals, a long-drawn sound like the 
subdued puff of a tired locomotive at rest on a 
side track. Beside him was an empty tumbler, 
decorated with a broken straw and a spray of 
withered mint. 

The summer air fanned through the closed 
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blinds of the darkened room, and played with 
the silvery locks that straggled over the white 
pillow ; the paper rose and fell with a crinkling 
noise, keeping time to the rhythm of the ex- 
haust. Beyond this there was no movement. 
The Hon. I. B. Kerfoot was asleep. 

I watched the slowly heaving figure for a mo- 
ment, picked up a chair, and gently closed the 
door. I could now look the colonel in the face 
so far as the judge was concerned. My account 
with the judge was settled. 

Retiring to the yard outside, which was cool 
and shady, and, despite its dilapidated appear- 
ance, a grateful relief from the glare of the 
street, I tilted my chair against the dissipated 
wall, with its damaged complexion of scaling 
whitewash, and sat down to await the colonel’s 
return. 

Meanwhile Chad busied himself about the 
kitchen, moving in and out the basement door, 
and at last brought up a great tin pan, seated 
himself on the lower step, and proceeded to shell 
peas, indulging all the while in a running com- 
mentary on the events of the preceding week. 

One charm in Chad’s conversation was its 
clearness. You always absorbed his meaning. 
Another was its reliability. When he finished 
you had the situation in full. 
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First came the duel. 

“« So dat Ketchem man done got away ? Doan’ 
dat beat all! An’ de colonel a-makin’ his will 
an’ a-rubbin’ up his old barkers! Can’t have 
no fun yer naaway; sumpin’ allers spiles it. 
But yer oughter seen de colonel dat day w’en 
he come home! Sakes alive, warn’t he b’ilin’ ! 
Much as Jedge Keerfoot could do to keep him 
from killin’ dat Yankee on de street.”’ 

Chad’s long brown fingers fumbled among 
the green pea-shells, which he heaped up on 
one side of the pan, and the conversation soon 
changed to his master’s ‘‘ second in the field.”’ 
I encouraged this divergence, for I had been 
charged by Fitz to find out when these two re- 
cent additions to the household in Bedford Place 
intended returning to their native clime, —that 
loyal friend of the colonel being somewhat dis- 
turbed over their preparations for what promised 
to be a lengthy stay. 

‘«?Fo’ de Lawd, I doan’ know! Tom Yancey 
nebber gos’ long as de mint patch hol’ out, an’ 
de colonel bought putty near a ba’el ob it dis 
mawnin’, an’ anudder dimijohn from Mister 
Grocerman. Makes my blood bile to see dese 
Yanceys, anyhow. See dat carpet bag w’at he 
fotch wid him ? Know w’at he had in it w’en 
he opened its mouf an’ de jedge tuk his own 
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clo’es outen it ? A pair ob carpet slippers, two 
collars, an’ a lot ob chicken fixin’s. Nota shirt 
to his back ’cept de one he had on! Had tostay 
abed yisteddy till I i’oned it. Dar ’s one ob his 
collars on de line now. Dese yer Yanceys no 
*count no way. Beats de lan’ how de colonel 
can put up wid ’em, ’cept his faader was qual- 
ity. You know de old gineral married twice, de 
las’ time his oberseer’s daughter. Dat’s her 
chile — Tom Yancey —’sleep now on de colo- 
nel’s bed upstairs wid a straw in his mouf like 
a shote. But de colonel say ’t ain’t Tom’s fault 
dat he takes after his mammy ; he ’sa Yancey, 
anyhow. But I tell you, Major, Miss Nancy 
doan’ hab nuffin much to do wid ’im, — she 
can’t abide ’im.”’ 

‘* How long are they going to stay, Chad ?”’ 
I asked, wishing to make a definite report to 
Fitz. 

** Doan’ know. Ole groun’-hog mighty com- 
f’ble in de hole.’’ And he heaped up another 
pile of shells. 

‘‘Fust night de jedge come he tol’ de colonel 
dat Miss Nancy say we all got to come home 
when de month’s up, railroad or no railroad. 
Dat was a week ago. Den de jedge tasted dat 
madary Mister Grocerman sent, an’ I ain’t yerd 
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nuffin ’bout goin’ home since. Is you yerd, 
Major ?”’ 

Before I could answer, a shutter opened over- 
head and a voice came sifting down. 

““Oh Chad! Mix me a julep. And Chad, 
bring an extra one for the colonel. I reckon 
he ’Il be yer d’reckly.’’ 

“Yes, sah,’’ replied Chad, without lifting his 
eyes from the pan. 

Then glancing up and finding the blind closed 
again, he said to me in a half whisper, — 

*« Colonel get his julep when he ax fur it. I 
ain’t caayin’ no double drinks to nobody. Dis 
ain’t no camp-meetin’ bar.’’ 

But Chad’s training had been too thorough 
to permit of his refusing sustenance or attention 
to any guest of his master’s, no matter how un- 
worthy, and it was not many minutes before 
he was picking over ‘‘ de ba’el ’’ containing that 
peculiar pungent variety of plant so common to 
the graveyards of Virginia. 

Before the cooling beverage had been sur- 
mounted by its delicate mouthpiece, the street 
gate opened and the colonel walked briskly in. 

‘‘ Ah, Major! You here ? Jes the vehy man 
we wanted, suh! Fitz and the English agent 
are comin’ to dinner. You have heard the news, 
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of co’se ? No? Not about the great syndicate 
absorbin’ the Garden Spots? My dear suh, 
she ’s floated! The C. & W. A. L.R. R. is 
afloat, suh! Proudly ridin’ the waves of pro- 
sperity, suh. Wafted on by the breeze of suc- 
Cesste 

‘“What, bought the bonds? ’’ I said, jump- 
ing up. 

“‘Well, not exactly bought them outright, 
for these gigantic operations are not conducted in 
that way ; but next to it, suh. To-day,’’ and 
he brought his hand down softly on my shoul- 
der, ‘‘to-day, suh, they have cabled their 
agent — the same gentleman, suh, you saw in 
my office some time ago — to make a searchin’ 
investigation into the mineral and agricultural 
resources of that section of my State, with a 
view to extendin’ its railroad system. I quote, 
suh, the exact words, ‘extendin’ its railroad 
system.’ Think, my dear Major, of the effect 
that a colossal financial concern like the great 
British syndicate would produce upon Fairfax 
County, backed as it is, suh, by untold millions 
of stagnant capital absolutely rottin’ in English 
banks! The road is built!’’ And the colonel 
in his excitement opened his waistcoat, and be- 
gan pacing the yard, fanning himself vigorously 

with his hat. 
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Chad substituted a palm-leaf fan from the 
hall table, and, producing a small tray, picked 
up the frosted tumbler and mounted the three 
steps to relieve the thirsty guest on the floor 
above. 

As he reached the last step a hand stretched 
out, and a voice said : — 

“«Jes what I wanted.”’ 

‘*Dis julep, Jedge, is Major Yancey’s.”’ 

‘« All the better.’’ And nodding to the colo- 
nel and bowing gravely to me, the Hon. I. B. 
Kerfoot settled himself on the top of the front 
steps with very much the same air with which 
he would have occupied his own judicial bench. 

With the exception that this julep was just 
begun and the other just ended, his Honor pre- 
sented precisely the same outward appearance 
as when I discovered him asleep on the sofa. 

His was, in fact, the extremest limit of dis- 
habille permissible even on the hottest of sum- 
mer afternoons in the most retired of back yards, 
—no coat, no vest, no shoes. In one hand he 
held a crumpled collar and a high black silk 
stock; with the other he grasped the julep. 
His hair was tousled, his face shrivelled up and 
pinched by his heavy nap, his eyes watery and 
vague. He reminded me of the man one some- 
times meets in the aisle of a sleeping-car when 


143 


COLONEL CARTER OF CARTERSVILLE 


one boards the train at a way station in the 
night. 

‘‘T hope you have had a refreshin’ sleep, 
Jedge,’’ said the colonel. ‘‘ My friend the Ma- 
jor here did himself and me the honor of callin’ 
upon you, but findin’ that you were restin’, 
suh, he sought the cool of my co’teyard until 
you should awake.”’ 

His Honor looked at me over the edge of his 
tumbler and bowed feebly. The straw remained 
glued to his mouth. 

‘“‘T have been tellin’ him, suh, of the ex- 
tr’o’d’nary boom to-day in Garden Spots, as 
some of my young friends call the secu’ities of 
my new road, work upon which will be begun 
next week.’’ 

The announcement made no impression upon 
the judge, his face remaining sleepily stolid un- 
til that peculiar gurgling sound, the death-rattle 
of a dying julep, caused a shade of sadness to 
pass over it. 

At that instant the shutter again opened over- 
head. 

“Hello, Colonel! Home, are you ? Chad, 
where ’s my julep? Ah, Major, hope I see you 
vehy well, suh. Where’s Kerfoot ? ”’ 

That legal luminary craned his head forward 
as far as it would go without necessitating any 
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additional movement of his body, caught Yan- 
cey’s eye as he leaned out of the window, and 
held up the empty glass. 

When everybody had stopped laughing, the 
colonel made a critical but silent examination of 
the judge, scanning carefully the crumpled shirt 
and tousled hair, lifted his eyes towards Yancey, 
and said gravely, and with a slight tone of re- 
buke in his voice, — 

“Gentlemen, you will both have ample time 
to dress. We do not dine until seven.” 
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HE colonel was the first man downstairs. 
When he entered I saw at a glance that it 
was one of his gala nights, for he wore the cere- 
monial white waistcoat and cravat, and had 
thrown the accommodating coat wide open. His 
hair, too, was brushed back from his broad fore- 
head with more than usualcare, each silver thread 
keeping its proper place in the general scheme 
of iron-gray ; while his goatee was twisted to 
so fine a point that it curled upward like a fish- 
hook. He had also changed his shoes, his white 
stockings now being incased in low prunellas 
tied with a fresh ribbon, which hung over the 
toes like the drooping ears of a lapdog. 

The attention which the colonel paid to these 
particular details was due, as he frequently said, 
to his belief that a man, to be well dressed, must 
always look after his extremities. 

‘*T can inva’iably, suh, detect the gentleman 
under the shabbiest suit of clothes, if his collar 
and stockings are clean. When, besides this, 
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he brushes his hat and blacks his shoes, you 
may safely invite him to dinner.’’ 

Something like this was evidently passing 
in his mind as he stood waiting for his guests, 
his back to the empty grate ; forhe examined 
his hands critically, glanced at his shoes, and 
then excusing himself, turned his face, and 
taking a pairof scissors from his pocket pro- 
ceeded leisurely to trim his cuffs. 

“These duties of the dressin’-room, my dear 
Major, should have been attended to in their 
proper place ; but the fact is, the jedge is makin’ 
rather an elaborate toilet in honor of our guest, 
and as Yancey occupied my bedroom, and the 
jedge is also dressin’ there, my own accommo- 
dations are limited. I feel sure you will excuse 
me.’’ 

While he spoke the door opened, and his 
Honor entered in a William Penn style of 
make-up, ruffled shirt and all. He really was 
not unlike that distinguished peacemaker, es- 
pecially when he carried one of the colonel’s 
long pipes in his mouth. He had, I am happy 
to say, since leaving the front steps, accumu- 
lated an increased amount of clothing. The 
upper part of the familiar butternut suit — the 
coat — still clung to him, but the middle and 
lower part had been supplanted by another 
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waistcoat and trousers of faded nankeen, the 
first corrugated into wrinkles and the second 
flapping about his ankles. 

The colonel absorbed him at a glance, and 
with a: satisfied air placed a chair for him near 
the window and handed him a palm-leaf fan. 

Last of all came Yancey in a flaming red neck- 
tie, —the only addition to his costume, —a 
part, no doubt, of the ‘‘ chicken fixin’s ’’ found 
by Chad in the carpet bag. 

The breezy ex-major, as he entered, seized 
my hand with the warmth of a life-long friend ; 
then moving over and encircling with his arm 
the colonel’s coat collar, he lowered his voice to 
a confidential whisper and inquired about the 
market of the day with as much solicitude as 
though his last million had been filched from 
him on insufficient security. 

When, a few minutes later, the round-faced 
man, the agent of the great English syndicate, 
walked in, preceded by Fitz, nothing could have 
been more courtly than the way the colonel 
presented him to his guests, pausing at every 
name to recount some slight biographical detail 
complimentary to each, and ending by announ- 
cing with great dignity that his honored guest 
was none other than the very confidential agent 
and adviser of a group of moneyed magnates 
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whose influence extended to the uttermost parts 
of the earth. 

The agent, like many other sensible English- 
men, was a bluff, hearty sort of man, with a 
keen eye for the practical side of life and an 
equally keen enjoyment of every other, and it 
was not five minutes before he had located in 
his round head the precise standing and qualifi- 
cations of every man in the room. 

While Yancey amused him greatly as a type 
quite new to him, the colonel filled him with 
delight. ‘‘So frank, so courteous, so hospita- 
ble, — quite the air of a country squire of the 
old school,’’ he told Fitz afterward. 


As a host ‘that night, the colonel was in his 
happiest vein, and by the time the coffee was 
served, had succeeded not only in entertaining 
the table in his own inimitable way, but he had 
drawn out from each one of his guests, not ex- 
cepting the reticent Fitz, some anecdote or in- 
cident of his life, bringing into stronger relief 
the finer qualities of him who told it. 

Kerfoot in a ponderous way gave the details 
of a murder case, tried before him many years 
ago, in which the judge’s charge so influenced 
the jury that the man was acquitted, and justly 
so, as was afterward proved. Yancey related 
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an incident of the war, where he, only a drum- 
mer boy at the time, assisted, at great risk, in 
carrying a wounded comrade from the field. And 
Fitz was forced to admit that one of the largest 
financial operations of the day would have been 
a failure had he not stepped in at the critical 
moment and saved it. 

Up to this point in the dinner not the slight- 
est reference had been made to the railroad or 
its interests except by the impetuous Yancey, 
who asked Fitz what the bonds would proba- 
bly be worth, and who was promptly silenced 
by the colonel with the suggestive remark that 
none were for sale, especially at this time. 

When, however, by the direction of the colo- 
nel, the cloth was removed and the old mahog- 
any table that Chad rubbed down every morn- 
ing with a cork was left with only the glasses, 
a pair of coasters and their decanters, — the 
madeira within reach of the judge’s hand, — the 
colonel rose from his chair and spread out on 
the polished surface a stained and ragged map, 
labelled in one corner in quaint letters, ‘‘ Lands 
of John Carter, Esquire, of Carter Hall.’’ Only 
then was the colonel ready for business. 

‘“This is the correct survey, I believe, Jedge,”’ 
said the colonel. 

The judge emptied his glass, felt all over his 
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person for his spectacles, found them in the in- 
side pocket of his nankeen waistcoat, and, perch- 
ing them on the extreme end of his nose, looked 
over their rims and remarked that the original 
deeds of the colonel’s estate had been based 
upon this map, and that, so far as he knew, it 
was correct. Then he added, — 

‘‘ The partition line that was made immejitly 
aafter the war, dividin’ the estate between Miss 
Ann Caarter and yo’self, Colonel, was also tuk 
from this survey.”’ 

Fitz conferred with the agent for a moment 
and then.asked the colonel where lay the de- 
posit of coal of which he had spoken. 

‘<In a moment, my dear Fitz,’’ said the colo- 
nel deprecatingly, and turning to the agent, — 

‘<The city of Fairfax, suh, that we discussed 
this mornin’, will be located to the right of this 
section ; the Tench runs here; the iron bridge, 
suh, should cross at this point,’’ marking it with 
his thumb-nail. ‘‘Or perhaps you gentlemen 
will decide to have it nearer the Hall. It is im- 
material to me.”’ 

Then looking at Fitz, ‘‘I can’t locate the 
coal, my dear Fitz; but I think it is up here on 
the hill at the foot of the range.’’ 

The agent lost interest immediately in the iron 
bridge over the Tench, and asked a variety of 
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questions about the deposit, all of which the 
colonel answered courteously and patiently, but 
evidently with a desire to change the subject as 
soon as possible. 

The Englishman, however, was persistent, 
while the judge’s last sententious remark re- 
garding the recent subdivision of the estate 
awakened a new interest in Fitz. 

What if this coal should not be on the colo- 
nel’s land at all! He caught his breath at the 
thought. 

It was Fitz’s only chance to restore the colo- 
nel’s fortunes ; and although for obvious rea- 
sons he dared not tell him so, it was really the 
only interest the Englishman had in the scheme 
at all. 

Indeed, the agent had frankly said so to Fitz, 
adding that he was anxious to locate a deposit 
of coal somewhere in the vicinity of the line of 
the colonel’s proposed road ; because the exten- 
sion of certain railroads in which the syndicate 
was interested — not the C.& W. A.L.R.R., 
however — depended almost entirely upon the 
purchase of this vital commodity. 

Full of these instructions the agent, after 
listening to a panegyric upon the resources 
of Fairfax County, interrupted rather curtly a 
glowing statement of the colonel’s concerning 


152 


CHAD IN SEARCH OF A COAL-FIELD 


the enormous value of the Garden Spot securi- 
ties by asking this question : — 

‘* Are the coal lands for sale ? ’’ 

Fitz shivered at its directness, fearing that 
the colonel would catch the drift affairs were 
taking and become alarmed. His fears were 
groundless ; the shot had gone over his head. 

““No, suh! My purpose is to use it to supply 
our shops and motive power.’’ 

‘‘If you should decide to sell the lands I 
would make an investigation at once,’’ replied 
the agent quietly, but with meaning in his voice. 

The colonel looked at him eagerly. 

‘* Would you at the same time consider the 
purchase of our securities ? ”’ 

“*T might.’’ 

“« When would you go ?”’ 

‘“«To-morrow night, or not at all. I return to 
England in a week.”’ 

Yancey and the judge looked at each other 
inquiringly, with a certain anxious expression 
suggestive of some impending trouble. The 
judge recovered himself first, and quickly filled 
his glass, leaving but one more measure in the 
decanter. This measure Yancey immediately 
emptied into his own person, as perhaps the 
only place where it would be entirely safe from 
the treacherous thirst of the judge. 
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Fitz read in their faces these mental pro- 
cesses, and was more determined than ever to 
break up at once what he called ‘‘ the settle- 
ment.”’ 

‘«Are you sho, Colonel,’’ inquired Kerfoot, 
catching at straws, ‘‘ that the coal lands lie 
entirely on yo’ father’s property ? Does not 
the Barbour lan’ jine yo’s on the hill? ”’ 

“‘T am not positively sho, suh, but I have 
always understood that what we call the coal 
hills belonged to my father. You see,’’ said the 
colonel, turning to the agent, ‘‘this grade of 
wild lan’ is never considered of much value 
with us, and a few hundred acres mo’ or less is 
never insisted on among old families of our 
standin’ whose estates jine.’’ 

Yancey expanded his vest, and said authori- 
tatively that he was quite sure the coal hills 
were on the Barbour property. He had shot 
partridges over that land many a time. 

The agent, who had listened calmly to the 
discussion, remarked dryly that until the colo- 
nel definitely ascertained whether he had any 
lands to sell it would be a useless waste of time 
to make the trip. 

““ Quite so,’’ said Kerfoot, raising the emp- 
tied decanter to his eye, and replacing it again 
with a look at Yancey expressive of the con- 
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tempt in which he held a man who could com- 
mit so mean an act. 

““But, Colonel,’’ said Fitz, ‘‘ can’t you tele- 
graph to-morrow and find out? ”’ 

‘To whom, my dear Fitz? It would take a 
week to get the clerk of the co’te to look through 
the records. Nobody at Barbour’s knows.”’ 

““Does Miss Nancy know ?’’ 

The colonel shook his head dubiously. 

Fitz’s face suddenly lighted up as he started 
from his seat, and caught the colonel by the 
arm. 

“‘Does Chad ? ”’ 

““Chad! Yes, Chad might.’’ 

Fitz nearly overturned his chair in his eager- 
ness to reach the top of the kitchen stairs. 

““Come up here, Chad, quick as your legs 
can carry you—two steps at a time!”’ 

Chad hurried into the room with the face of 
a man sent for to put out a fire. 

‘‘ Chad,’’ said the colonel, ‘‘ you know the 
big hillas you go up from the marsh at home ? ”’ 

“Yes, sah.”” 

‘« Whose lan’ is the coal on, mine or Jedge 
Barbour’s ? ”’ 

The old darky’s face changed from an ex- 
pression of the deepest anxiety to an effort 
at the deepest thought. The change was so 
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sudden that the wrinkles got tangled up in the 
attempt, resulting in an expression of vague 
uncertainty. 

‘You mean, Colonel, de hill whar we cotch 
de big coon ? ”’ 

““'Yes,’’ said the colonel encouragingly, igno- 
rant of the coon, but knowing that there was 
only one hill. 

“‘ Well, Jedge Barbour’s niggers always said 
dat de coon was dere coon, ’ca’se he was treed 
on dere lan’, and we ’sputed dat it was our 
coon, ’ca’se it was on our lan’.’’ 

““Who got the coon ? ”’ asked Fitz. 

‘“*Oh, we got de coon!’’ And Chad’s eyes 
twinkled. 

‘That settles it. It’s your land, Colonel,”’ 
said Fitz, with one of his sudden roars, in which 
everybody joined but Chad and the judge. 

‘But den, gemmen,’’ — Chad was a little 
uncomfortable at the merriment, — ‘‘ it was our 
coon for sho. I knowed whar de line went, ’ca’se 
I he’p Marsa John caarry de spyglass when he 
sold de woodlan’s to Jedge Barbour, an’ decoon 
was on our side ob dat line.”’ 

If Chad’s first statement caused nothing but 
laughter, the second produced nothing but the 
profoundest interest. 

Here was the surveyor himself ! 
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The colonel turned the map to Chad’s side 
of the table. Every man in the room stood up 
and craned his head forward. 

‘“Now, Chad,’’ said the colonel, ‘‘ this map 
is a plan of our lan’ —same as if you were 
lookin’ down on it. Here is the road to Caar- 
tersville. See that square, black mark? That’s 
Caarter Hall. This is the marsh, and that is 
the coal hill. Now, standin’ here in the marsh, 
— this is where our line begins, Fitz, — stand- 
in’ here, Chad, in the marsh, which side of 
the line is that hill on? Mine or Jedge Bar- 
bour’s ? ”’ 

The old man bent over the table, and scanned 
the plan closely. 

‘““W’at’s dis blue wiggle lookin’ like a big 
fish-wum ? ”’ 

‘‘ That ’s the Tench River.”’ 

Chad continued his search, — his wrinkled 
brown hand, with its extended forefinger capped 
by its stumpy nail, looking for all the world 
like a mud turtle with head out crawling over 
the crumpled surface of the map. 

“«Scuse me till I run down to de kitchen an’ 
git my spec’s. I can’t see like’? — 

‘‘ Here, take mine!’’ said Fitz, handing him 
his goldones. He would have lent him his eyesif 
he could have found that coal-field the sooner. 
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The turtle crawled slowly up, its head thrust 
out inquiringly, inched along the margin of the 
map, and backed carefully down again, paus- 
ing. for such running commentaries as ‘‘ Dis 
yerl's'de! ribber 7°’: ** Dat’s de read 577" Dis 
de ma’sh.’’ 

The group was now a compact mass, every 
eye watching Chad’s finger as though it were 
a divining rod, — Fitz full of smothered fears 
lest after all the prize should slip from his grasp ; 
the agent anxious but reserved; Yancey and 
the judge hovering between hope and despair, 
with eyes on the empty decanter ; and last of 
all the colonel, on the outside, holding a candle 
himself, so that his guests might see the better 
— the least interested man in the room. 

Presently the finger stopped, and Chad looked 
up into his master’s face. 

“‘If I was down dar, Marsa George, jes a 
minute, I could tole ye, ’ca’se I reckelmember 
de berry tree whar Marsa John had de spyglass 
sot on its legs. I held de pole on de rock way 
up yander on de hill, an’ in dat berry rock 
Marsa John done cut a crotch.”’ 

‘And which way is the crotch in the rock 
from the marsh here ? ’’ asked Fitz eagerly. 

Chad stood up, looked at the plan glistening 
under the candlelight, paused an instant, then 


158 


CHAD IN SEARCH OF A COAL-FIELD 


took off the gold-rimmed glasses, and handed 
them with great deference to Fitz. 

““°T ain’t no use, Marsa George. I kin go 
frough dat ma’sh blindfolded in de night an’ 
cotch a ’possum airy time along airy one ob dem 
fences ; but dis yer foolin’ wid lan’s on paper 
is too much for Chad. ’Fo’ Gawd, I doan’ 
know! ”’ 
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HE night after the eventful dinner in Bed- 
ali ford Place, the colonel, accompanied by 
his guests, had alighted at a dreary way sta- 
tion, crawled into a lumbering country stage, 
and with Chad on the box as pilot, had stopped 
before a great house with ghostly trailing vines 
and tall chimneys outlined against the sky. 

When I left my room on the following morn- 
ing the sunlight was pouring through the big 
colonial window, and the breath of the deli- 
cious day — laden with the sweet smell of 
bending blossoms — floated in through the open 
blinds. 

Descending the great spiral staircase with its 
slender mahogany balusters, — here and there 
a break, —I caught sight of the entrance hall 
below, with its hanging glass lantern, quaint 
haircloth sofas lining the white walls, and half- 
oval tables heaped with flowers, and so on 
through the wide-open door leading out upon a 
vine-covered porch. This had high pillars and 
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low railings against which stood some broad set- 
tles — all white. 

The colonel, Fitz, and the English agent were 
still in their rooms, — three pairs of polished 
shoes outside their several doors bearing silent 
witness to the fact, — and the only person stir- 
ring was a pleasant-faced negro woman with 
white apron and gay-colored bandana, who was 
polishing the parlor floor with a long brush, her 
little pickaninny astraddle on the broom end 
for weight. 

I pushed aside the hanging vines, sat down 
on one of the wooden benches, and looked about 
me. This, then, was Carter Hall ! 

The house itself bore evidence of having once 
been a stately home. It was of plaster stucco, 
yellow washed, peeled and broken in places, 
with large dormer windows and sloping roof, 
one end of which was smothered in a tangle of 
Virginia creeper and trumpet vine climbing to 
the very chimney-top. 

In front there stretched away what had once 
been a well-kept lawn, now a wild of coarse 
grass broken only by the curving line of the 
driveway and bordered by a row of Lombardy 
poplars, with here and there a gap, — bitten out 
by hungry camp-fires. 

To the right rose a line of hills increasing in 
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height as they melted into the morning haze, 
and to the left lay an old-fashioned garden, — 
one great sweep of bloom. With the wind over 
it, and blowing your way, you were steeped in 
roses. 

I began unconsciously to recall to myself all 
the traditions of this once famous house. 

Yes, there must be the window where Nancy 
waved good-by to her lover, and there were 
the flower-beds into which he had fallen head- 
long from his horse, — only a desolate corner 
now, with the grass and tall weeds grown quite 
up to the scaling wall, and the wooden shutters 
tightly closed. I wondered whether they had 
ever been opened since. 

And there under my eyes stood the very step 
where Chad had helped his old master from his 
horse the day his sweetheart Henny had been 
purchased from Judge Barbour, and close to the 
garden gate were the negro quarters where they 
had begun their housekeeping. I thought I 
knew the very cabin. 

And that line of silver glistening in the morn- 
ing light must be the River Tench, and the bend 
near the willows the spot where the colonel 
would build the iron bridge with the double 
span, and across and beyond on the plateau, 
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backed by the hills, the site of the future city 
of Fairfax. 

I left my seat, strolled out into the garden, 
crossed the grass jewelled with dew, and filled 
my lungs with the odor of the sweet box border- 
ing the beds, —a rare delight in these days of 
modern gardens. Suddenly I came upon a wide 
straw hat and a broad back bending among the 
bushes. It was Chad. 

“‘Mawnin’, Major ; fust fox out de hole, is 
yer? Lawd a massey, ain’t I glad ter git back 
to my ole mist’ess! Lan’ sakes alive! I ain’t 
slep’ none all night a-thinkin’ ober it. Youain’t 
seen my Henny? Dat was her sister’s chile 
rubbin’ down de flo’. She come ober dis mawn- 
in’ ter help, so many folks here. Wait till I git 
a basket ob dese yer ole pink rose-water roses. 
See how 1 snip ’em short? Know what I’m 
gwine to do wid ’em? Sprinkle ’em all ober de 
tablecloth. I lay dey ain’t nobody done dat for 
my mist’ess since I been gone. But, Major,’’? — 
here Chad laid down the basket on the garden 
walk and looked at me with a serious air, — ‘‘ I 
done got dat coal lan’ business down to a fine 
p’int. I was up dis mawnin’ ’fo’ daylight, an’ I 
foun’ dat rock, an’ de crotch is dar yit ; I scrape 
de moss offen it myself ; an’ I foun’ de tree too. 
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I ain’t sayin’ nuffin, but jes you wait till after 
breakfas’, an’ dey all go out lookin’ for de coal ! 
Jes you wait, dat’s all! Chad’s on his own 
cabin flo’ now. Can’t fool dis chile no mo’.”’ 

This was good news as far as it went. Our 
sudden exodus from Bedford Place had been de- 
termined upon immediately after Chad’s dismal 
failure to locate the coal-field, Fitz having car- 
ried the day against Yancey, Kerfoot, and even 
the agent himself, who was beginning to waver 
under the accumulation of uncertainties. 

‘‘Dat’s enough roses to bury up de dishes. 
Rub yo’ nose down in ’em. Ain’t dey sweet! 
Now, come along wid me, Major. I done tole 
Henny ’bout you an’ de tar’pins an’ de times de 
gemmen had. Dis way, Major; won’t take a 
minute, an’ ef ye all go back to-night, —an’ | 
yerd Mister Englishman say be got to go, — 
you mightn’t hab anudder chance. Henny ’s 
cookin’, ye know. Dis way. Step under dat 
honeysuckle ! ”’ 

I looked through an open door and into a 
dingy, smoke-dried interior, ceiled with heavy 
rafters, and hung with herbs, red peppers, onions, 
and the like. This was lighted by three small 
windows, and furnished with a row of dressers 
filled with crockery and kitchen ware, and per- 
meated by that savory smell which presages a 
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generous breakfast. On one side of the fire- 
place rested the great hominy mortar, cut from 
a tree trunk, found in all Virginia kitchens, and 
on the other the universal brick oven with its 
iron doors, —the very doors, I thought, that 
had closed over Chad’s goose when Henny 
was a girl. Between the mortar and the oven 
opened, or rather caverned, a fireplace as wide 
as the colonel’s hospitality, and high and deep 
enough toturn a coachin. It really covered one 
end of the room. 

Bending over the swinging crane hung with 
pots and fringed with hooks, — baited so often 
with good dinners, — stood an old woman with 
bent back, her gray head bound up with a yel- 
low handkerchief. 

‘‘Henny, de Major made a special p’int 0’ 
comin’ to see ye ’fo’ he gits his breakfas’.’’ 

She looked up and dropped me a curtsy. 

‘‘Mawin’, marsa. I ain’t much ter see, I’m 
so ole an’ mizzble wid dese yer cricks in my 
back an’ sich a passel o’ white folks. How did 
my Chad git along up dar ’mong de Yankees? ”’ 

I gave Chad so good a character that every 
tooth in his head came out on dress parade, 
and was about to draw from Henny some of her 
own experiences, — this loyal old servant whose 
life from her girlhood to her old age had been 
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one of the romantic traditions of the roof that 
sheltered her, — when Chad, who had gone out 
with the roses, returned with the news that the 
colonel and his guests were breathing the morn- 
ing air on the front porch, and were much dis- 
turbed over my prolonged absence. 

The colonel caught sight of me as I rounded 
the corner, Fitz and the agent joining in his out- 
burst of hilarious welcome, intoxicated as they 
all were with the elixir of that most exhilarat- 
ing of all hours, the hour before breakfast of a 
summer morning in the country. 

‘*Welcome, my dear Major,’’ called the 
colonel, ‘‘a hearty welcome to Caarter Hall ! 
Come up here where you can get a view of 
Fairfax, suh!’’ And by the time ! had mounted 
the steps he was leaning over the railing, with 
Fitz on the one side and the agent on the other, 
sweeping the horizon with his index finger, and 
drawing imaginary curves and building bridges 
and locating railroad stations in the air with as 
much confidence and hope as if he really saw 
the gangs of laborers at work across the fields, 
their shovels glinting in the dazzling sunlight. 

“« Jes cast yo’ eyes, suh,’’ —this to the agent, 
— ‘‘and tell me, suh, if you have ever in yo’ 
world-wide experience seen such a location for 
a great city. Level as a flo’, watered by the 
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Tench, and sheltered by a line of hills that are 
beauty itself — it is made for it, suh!”’ 

The agent did full justice to the natural ad- 
vantages and then asked, — 

‘“Is the coal in that range ?”’ 

*“No, suh; the coal is behind us on an out- 
lyin’ spur. I will take you there after break- 
fast.”’ 

And then followed a brief description of the 
changes the war had made in the homestead, 
the burning of the barns, the abandonment of 
the quarters, the destruction of the lawns (‘‘ A 
yard for their damnable wagons, suh’’), the 
colonel pointing out with great delight the very 
dent in the ridge where General Early had rid- 
den through and captured the whole detach- 
ment without the loss of a man. 

While we were talking, that same rustling of 
silk that I had learned to know so well in Bed- 
ford Place was heard in the hall, then a sweet, 
cheery voice giving some directions to Chad, 
and the next instant dear Aunt Nancy — Fitz 
and I had long since dared to call her so— floated 
(she never seemed to walk) out upon the porch 
with a word and a curtsy to the agent, a hand 
each to Fitz and me, and a kiss for the colonel. 

Then came the breakfast, and such a break- 
fast! The outpourings of a Virginia kitchen, 
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with the table showered with roses, and the 
great urn shining and smoking, and the relays 
of waffles and corn bread and broiled chicken ; 
all in the old-fashioned dining-room, with its 
high wainscoting, spindle-legged sideboards, and 
deep window seats, the long, moon-faced clock 
in the corner —and the rest of it! After that 
the quiet smoke under the vine-covered end 
of the portico with the view towards Carters- 
ville. 

‘There comes the jedge,’’ said the colonel, 
pointing to a cloud of dust following a two-wheel 
gig, ‘‘and Major Yancey behind on horseback.”’ 
(They had both been dropped outside their re- 
spective garden gates the night before.) ‘‘ Now, 
gentlemen, as soon as my attorney arrives with 
the surveys and deeds, we will adjourn to my 
library and locate this coal-field.’’ 

Yancey’s horse proved, on closer inspection, 
to be the remnant of an army mule with a moth- 
eaten mane and a polished tail bare of hair, — 
worn off, no doubt, in a lifelong struggle with 
the Fairfax County fly. The major was with- 
out the luxury of a saddle,some one having bor- 
rowed the only one the owner of the mule 
possessed, and his breeches, in consequence, 
were halfway up his knees. The judge arrived 
in better shape, the gig being his own and fairly 
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comfortable, —the same he rode to circuit, a 
yellow-painted vehicle washed only when it 
rained,—and the horse the property of the 
village livery man, who had a yearly contract 
with his Honor for its use. 

Chad was waiting on the flagstones, sur- 
rounded by some stray pickaninnies, when the 
procession stopped, and assisted the major to 
alight, with as much form and ceremony as if 
he had been the best mounted gentleman in the 
land. The saddleless fragment was then led to 
a supporting fence. The judicial equipage was 
accorded the luxury of a shed, where the an- 
nual contract was served with a full measure of 
oats, — Chad’s recognition of his more exalted 
station. 

The judge bowed gracefully and with great 
dignity, and with the air of a chief-justice en- 
tering the court room; then preceding the 
colonel and his guests, — without a word hav- 
ing fallen from his lips, —he entered a small 
room opening into the parlor. There he placed 
upon a chair certain mysterious-looking pack- 
ages, long and otherwise, one a tin case, which 
he uncapped, spreading its contents upon a 
table. 

It proved to be another and larger map than 
the one Chad had pored over, and showed dis- 
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tinctly the boundary lines between two dots 
marked ‘‘ Oak ’’ and ‘‘ Rock ’’ dividing the Car- 
ter and Barbour estates. 

Up to this time Fitz and the agent had pre- 
served the outward appearance of two idle gen- 
tlemen visiting a friend in the country, with no 
interest beyond the fresh air and the environ- 
ments of a charming hospitality. With the 
unrolling of this map, however, and the discov- 
ery of the very boundary points insisted on by 
Chad in Bedford Place, their excitement could 
hardly be suppressed. The agent broke loose 
first. 

‘‘Before we find out, Colonel Carter, to whom 
this coal belongs, which may take some valu- 
able time, I want to examine the quality of the 
vein itself. I would like to go now.’’ 

““By all means, suh; and my people shall 
go with us,’’ said the colonel, turning to Ker- 
foot with instructions to bring Chad and all the 
maps later.— Yancey excused himself on the 
ground of the heat. Then donning a wide straw 
hat and picking up a cane,— something he 
never used in New York, — the colonel led the 
way through the rear door, across a stone wall, 
and up a hill covered with a second growth of 
timber. 

The experienced eye of the Englishman took 
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in the lay of the land at a glance, and beck- 
oning Fitz to one side he stooped and picked 
something from the ground which he examined 
carefully with a magnifying glass. Then they 
both disappeared hurriedly over the hill. 

When they returned, half an hour later, the 
perspiration was rolling from the agent, and 
Fitz’s eyes were blazing. Both were loaded 
down with bundles of broken bits of rock, tied 
up in their several handkerchiefs, large enough 
to start a geological collection in a country mu- 
seum. 

‘What is it, Fitz — diamonds? ’’ I said, 
laughing. 

‘“Yes; black ones at that.’’ He was almost 
breathless. ‘‘ Solid bed of bituminous! Clear 
down to China! Don’t breathe a word yet, for 
your life !”’ 

The agent was calmer. The coal-bed, he 
said, seemed to be of more than ordinary rich- 
ness, and as far as he could judge lay in a 
vein of generous width. He was ready for the 
survey, and would like the boundary points 
located at once. 

The next instant Chad’s head peered through 
the tangled underbrush. He carried the roll of 
maps, the judge, who followed, contenting him- 
self with a package tied with red tape. 
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The old darky’s face was one broad grin from 
ear to ear. 

The judge unrolled a map and placed it ona 
flat rock with a stone at each corner. Then he 
untied the package, selected an ink-stained and 
faded document marked ‘‘ Deed — John Carter 
to E. A. Barbour,’’ and ran his eye along the 
quaint page, reading as he went : — 

‘«* Starting from an oak, blazed diamond C, 
©, along a line S. E. to a rock marked C cross 
B, C + B, in all a distance of 1437 linear feet.’ 

““Now, Chad, we will fust find the tree,’’ 
said the judge, looking around for his map- 
bearer. ‘‘ Where ’s that nigger ? Chad! ’’ 

The old man had disappeared as completely as 
if the earth had swallowed him up. The next 
minute we heard a faint halloo below us, near 
the edge of a smallswamp. A man was waving 
his hat and shouting, — 

“« Eve’ybody come yer! ’’ 

Fitz started on a run, and the agent and I 
followed on the double-quick. At the end of a 
crooked stone wall, half surrounded by water, 
was a great spreading oak, its branches reach- 
ing halfway across the narrow marsh. Within 
touching distance on the yielding ground stood 
Chad, pointing to a smooth blaze, stained and 
overgrown with lichen. 


172 


CHAD ON HIS OWN CABIN FLOOR 


It bore this mark, © ! 

“Tt tallies to a dot. Now, Chad, the rock ! 
the rock!’’ said Fitz, hardly able to contain 
himself. 

The darky pointed straight up the hill, the 
sky-line of which could be seen entire from 
where we stood, and indicated an isolated rock 
jutting out above the tree-tops. 

I thought Fitz would have hugged him. 

‘*How do you know it is the rock with the 
crotch in it ? Speak, you grinning lunatic! ”’ 

““1 was dar dis mawnin’ by daylight.’’ 

‘““What’s it marked ? ’’ shouted Fitz, catch- 
ing him by both shoulders. ‘‘ What’s it 
marked? Quick, before I shake the breath out 
of you!’’ 

‘Wid a C an’ a cross an’ a B—so.”’ And 
the old man traced it with his finger in the 
mud. 

‘“ Every pound of coal on the colonel’s land !”’ 
cried Fitz, with a yell that brought his host and 
Kerfoot as fast as their legs could carry them. 

‘‘Stop!’’ protested Kerfoot gravely. ‘‘This 
only settles the Caarter and Barbour division. 
There was another division here a year ago be- 
tween Miss Ann Caarter and the colonel. With 
that I am mo’ familiar, for I drew the deeds, 
which are here,’’ holding up a bundle; ‘‘and 
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I was also present with the surveyor. You are 
wrong, Mr. Fitzpatrick; this entire hill outside 
the Barbour division is Miss Ann Caarter’s, and 
the coal is on her land. The colonel’s portion is 
back there along the Tench.”’ 
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N hour later I found Fitz flat on the grass 

under one of the apple-trees behind the 

house, completely broken up by the discoveries 
of the morning. 

After all his work, here was the colonel 
worse off than ever. Nobody could tell what a 
woman would do. Aunt Nancy was better than 
the average (Fitz was a bachelor), but then she 
had peculiar old family notions about selling 
land, and ten chances to one she would not sell 
a foot of it, and there right in the house sat a 
man with his pocket full of blank checks, any 
one of which was good for a million of pounds 
sterling. Even if she did sell it, she would pen- 
sion the dear old fellow off on a stipend instead 
of an establishment. He wanted somebody to 
dig a hole and cover Fitzpatrick up. Anybody 
could see that the railroad scheme was deader 
than a last year’s pass, the farm hopeless, and 
the house fast becoming a ruin. It was enough 
to make a man jump off a dock. 
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Fitz’s tirade was interrupted by Chad, who 
appeared with a message. The colonel wanted 
everybody in the library. 

When we entered, the judge occupied the 
head of the table, surrounded by law papers, all 
of which were opened. The agent was bend- 
ing over him, reading attentively, and entering 
extracts in his note-book. Every one became 
seated. 

‘‘Mr. Fitzpatrick,’’ said the agent, ‘‘1 have 
spent an hour with Judge Kerfoot going over 
the title of this property; and I am prepared to 
make a proposition for its purchase. I have re- 
duced it to writing,’’ — picking up a half-sheet 
of foolscap from the table, — ‘‘ and I submit it 
to the owners through you.”’ 

Fitz read it without changing a muscle, and 
handed it to the colonel. Yancey and the judge 
craned forward to catch the first syllables. 

The colonel read it to the end, getting paler 
and paler as its meaning became clear, and 
then, with a certain pathos in his voice that was 
childlike, it was so genuine, said, — 

‘Tf this is accepted, I presume, suh, you will 
not look any further into my road ?”’ 

“You are right. My instructions cover only 
the purchase of this deposit. I have room for 
only one operation.’’ 
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The colonel rose from his chair, steadied him- 
self on the low window-sill, and looked out 
across the Tench. The silence was oppressive — 
only the ticking of the clock in the next room 
and the bees among the flowers outside. 

“« Wait until I return,’’ he said, crumbling the 
paper. 

In a moment he was back, leading in his aunt 
by the hand. Miss Nancy entered with a half- 
puzzled look on her face, which deepened into 
certain anxiety as she began to realize the pro- 
nounced formality of the proceedings. The 
colonel cleared his throat impressively. 

‘Nancy, an investigation begun in New 
York by my dear friend Fitz, and completed 
here to-day, results in the discov’ry that what 
you have always considered as slight outcrop- 
pin’s of coal, and wuthless, is really of vehy 
great value.’’ The colonel here unbuttoned his 
coat, and threw out his chest. ‘ A syndicate 
of English capitalists have, through our guest, 
offered you the sum of one hundred thousand 
dollars for the coal-hill, with a royalty of ten 
cents per ton for every ton mined over a certain 
amount, one thousand dollars to be paid now 
and the balance on the search of title and signin’ 
of the contract. I believe I have stated it cor- 
rectly, suh ? ”’ 
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The agent bowed his head, and scrutinized 
Miss Nancy’s face with the eye of a hawk. 

The dear lady sank into a chair. For a mo- 
ment she lost her breath. Yancey handed her 
a fan with a quickness of movement never seen 
in him before, and the colonel continued, — 

“« This will of course still leave you, Nancy, 
this house and about half of the farm property 
transferred to you by me at the fo’closure 
sale.’’ 

The little woman looked from one to the other 
in a dazed sort of way, and her eye rested on 
Fitz. 

“¢ What shall I do, Mr. Fitzpatrick ? It seems 
to me a grave step to sell any part of the es- 
tate.’’ : 

Fitz blushed at the mark of her confidence, 
and said that with the royalty clause he thought 
the proposition a favorable one. 

‘‘And you, George ?’’ turning to the colo- 
nel, 

The colonel bowed his head. He must ad- 
vise its acceptance. 

‘‘When do you want an answer, sir? ”’ 

‘‘ To-day, madam,’’ said the Englishman, 
who had not taken his eyes from her face. 

““You shall have it in half an hour,’’ she said 
gently, then rose hastily, and left the room. 
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I looked at the colonel. Whatever great wave 
of disappointment had swept over him when his 
own idol was broken, there was no trace of it in 
his face. Even the change this sudden influx of 
wealth into the family might make in his own 
condition never seemed to have crossed his mind. 
He did not follow her. He simply waited. Be- 
tween his own plans and his aunt’s good for- 
tune there was but one course for him. 

The room took on the whispered silence of a 
court awaiting an overdue jury. Fitz was still 
incredulous and still anxious, saying to me in 
an undertone that he felt sure she would either 
refuse it altogether or couple it with some con- 
ditions that the agent could not accept ; either 
would be fatal. Yancey and the judge, who had 
been partly paralyzed at the rapidity of the 
transaction, conferred in a corner, while the 
agent proceeded to make a copy of the propo- 
sition with as much composure as if he bought 
a coal-mine every day. The colonel sat by 
himself, his chair tilted back, his eyes half 
closed. 

In the midst of this uncertainty Chad entered 
with a message. ‘‘ Miss Nancy wants de colo- 
nel.’’ In five minutes more he entered with 
another. Miss Nancy wanted Fitz and me. 

We followed the old servant up the winding 
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staircase and down the long hall, past the old- 
fashioned wardrobe and the great chintz-covered 
lounge, waited until Chad knocked gently, and 
entered the dear lady’s bedroom. 

She sat near the window by the side of the 
high-post bedstead, rocking gently to and fro. 
The colonel was standing with his back to the 
light, coat open, thumbs in his armholes, face 
beaming. 

‘‘T sent for you,’’ she began, ‘‘ because I want 
you both to hear my answer before I inform the 
agent. The land only was mine, and but for 
your love and devotion to the colonel would still 
be a wild hill. The coal, therefore, belongs to 
him. Go and tell the Englishman I accept his 
offer. The land and all the coal I give to 
George.”’ 


When, an hour later, the transaction was com- 
plete, the receipts and preliminary contracts 
signed, and the small, modest-looking check — 
the first instalment — had been transferred from 
the plethoric check-book of the agent to the nar- 
row, poverty-stricken pocket of the colonel, and 
the fact began to dawn simultaneously upon 
everybody that at last the dear old colonel was 
independent, an enthusiasm took possession of 
the room that soon became uncontrollable. 
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Fitz caught him in his arms, and began hug- 
ging him in a way that endangered every rib in 
his body, calling out all the time that he had 
never felt so good in all the days of his life. 
Yancey and Kerfoot, who had stood one side, 
appalled by the magnitude of the sum paid, and 
who during the signing of the papers had looked 
at the colonel with the same sort of silent awe 
with which they would have regarded any other 
potentate rolling in estates, mines, and millions, 
broke through the enforced reserve, and ex- 
claimed, with an outburst, that the South was 
looking up, and that a true Southern gentleman 
had come into his own, the judge adding with 
emphasis that the colonel had never looked so 
much like his noble father as when he stooped 
over and signed that receipt. Even the English- 
man, hard, practical fellow that he was, con- 
gratulated him on his good fortune in a few short 
words that jumped out hot from his heart. 

With this atmosphere about him it is not to 
be wondered at that the colonel lost the true 
inwardness of the situation. The fact that his 
aunt’s boundary line included every acre of 
valuable land on the plantation, while his own 
poor portion only bordered the Tench, was to 
him simply one of those trifling errors which 
sometimes occur in the partition of vast landed 
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estates. And although when the gift was made 
he felt more than ever her loving-kindness, he 
could not now, on more mature reflection and 
after hearing the encomiums of his friends, really 
see how she could have pursued any other 
course. 

And yet, with the sale accomplished and he 
rich beyond his wildest dreams, he was pre- 
cisely the same man in bearing, manner, and 
speech that he had been in his impecunious days 
in Bedford Place. He was rich then — in hopes, 
in plans, in the reality of his dreamland. He 
was no richer now. The check in his pocket 
made no difference. 

The only perceptible change was when he 
recounted to me his plans for the restoration of 
the homestead and the comfort of its inmates. 
**T shall rebuild the barns and cabins, and lay 
out a new lawn. The po’ch’’ — looking up — 
‘‘needs some repairs, and the ca’iage-house 
must be enlarged. The coaching days are not 
over yet, Major ; Nancy must have’? — 

Chad, entering with a luncheon for the ex- 
hausted circle, diverted the colonel’s train of 
thought, cutting short his summary. For a mo- 
ment he watched his old servant musingly, then 

following him into the next room he called him 
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to one side, and with marked tenderness in his ° 
manner unfolded the Englishman’s check. 

The old servant put down the empty tray, 
adjusted his spectacles, and examined it care- 
fully. 

‘“What’s dis, Marsa George ? ”’ 

** A thousand dollars, Chad.’’ 

‘*Golly! Monst’ous quare kind 0’ money! 
Jes ascrap. Ain’t big enough to wad a gun, is 
she? An’ Misser Englishman gib ye dis for dat 
ole brier patch ? ” 

Chad was trembling all over, full to the very 
eyelids. 

The colonel held out his hand. The old ser- 
vant bent his head, his master’s hand fast in 
his. Then their eyes met. 

‘* Yes, Chad, for you and me. There’s no 
hard work for you any mo’, old man. Go and 
tell Henny.”’ 


That night at dinner, Fitz on the colonel’s 
right, the Englishman next to Aunt Nancy, Ker- 
foot, Yancey, and | disposed in regular order, 
Chad noiseless and attentive, the colonel arose 
in his chair, radiant to the very tip ends of his 
cravat, and, in a voice which trembled as it rose, 
said, — 
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‘Gentlemen, the events of the day have 
unexpectedly brought me an influx of wealth 
far beyond my brightest anticipations. This is 
due in great measure to the untirin’ brain and 
vast ‘commercial resources of my dear friend Mr. 
Fitzpatrick, who has labored with me durin’ 
my sojourn Nawth in the development of these 
properties, and who now, with that unselfish- 
ness which caaracterizes his life, refuses to ac- 
cept any share in the result. 

‘They have also strengthened the tie existin’ 
between myself and my old friend the Major 
on my left, who oftentimes when the day was 
darkest has cheered me by his counsel and 
companionship. 

“‘But, gentlemen, they have done mo’.’’ 
The colonel’s feet now barely touched the floor. 
‘‘ They have enabled me to provide for one of 
the loveliest of her sex, —she who graces our 
boa’d, —and to enrich her declinin’ days not 
only with all the comforts, but with many of 
the luxuries she was bawn to enjoy. 

“Fill yo’ glasses, gentlemen, and drink to 
the health of that greatest of all blessings, —a 
true Southern lady !”’ 
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A KENTUCKY CINDERELLA 


WAS bending over my easel, hard at work 

upon a full-length portrait of a young girlin a 
costume of fifty years ago, when the door of my 
studio opened softly and Aunt Chloe came in. 

““Good-mawnin’, suh! I didn’ think you ’d 
come to-day, bein’ a Sunday,’’ she said, with 
a slight bend of her knees. ‘‘1’Il jes’ sweep up 
a li’] mite; doan’ ye move, I won’t ’sturb ye.’’ 

Aunt Chloe had first opened my door a year 
before with anote from Marny, a brother brush, 
which began with ‘‘ Here is an old Southern 
mammy who has seen better days ; paint her 
if you can,’’ and ended with, ‘‘ Anyway, give 
her a job.”’ 

The bearer of the note was indeed the ideal 
mammy, even to the bandana handkerchief 
bound about her head, and the capacious waist 
and ample bosom — the lullaby resting-place for 
many a child, white and black. I had never seen 
a real one in the flesh before. I had heard about 
them in my earlier days. Daddy Billy, my fa- 
ther’s body-servant and my father’s slave, who 
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lived to be ninety-four, had told me of his own 
Aunt Mirey, who had died in the old days, but 
too far back for me to remember. And | had 
listened, when a boy, to the traditions connected 
with the plantations of my ancestors, — of the 
Keziahs and Mammy Crouches and Mammy 
Janes, — but I had never looked into the eyes 
of one of the old school until I saw Aunt Chloe, 
nor had I ever fully realized how quaintly courte- 
ous and gentle one of them could be until, with 
an old-time manner, born of a training seldom 
found outside of the old Southern homes, she 
bent forward, spread her apron with both hands, 
and with a little backward dip had said as she 
left me that first day, ‘‘ Thank ye, suh! I’ll 
come eve’y Sunday mawnin’. I’ll do my best 
to please ye, an’ I specs I kin.”’ 

I do not often work on Sunday, but my pic- 
ture had been too long delayed, waiting for a 
faded wedding dress worn by the original when 
she was a bride, and which had only been found 
when two of her descendants had ransacked 
their respective garrets. 

““Mus’ be mighty driv, suh,’’ she said, ‘‘ a- 
workin’ on de Sabbath day. Golly, but dat’s 
a purty lady!’’ and she put down her pail. 
‘* 1 see it las’ Sunday when I come in, but she 
did n’t hab dem ruffles ’round her neck den dat 
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you done gib her. ’Clar’ to goodness, dat chile 
look like she was jes’ a-gwine to speak.’’ 

Aunt Chloe was leaning on her broom, her 
eyes scrutinizing the portrait. 

‘““Well, if dat doan’ beat de lan’! I ain’t 
never seen none o’ dem frocks since de ole 
times. An’ dem li’! low shoes wid de ribbons 
crossed on de ankles! She’s de livin’ pussone- 
cation — she is so, for a fac’. Uhm! Uhm!’’ 
(It is difficult to convey this peculiar sound of 
complete approval in so many letters.) 

“«Did you ever know anybody like her ?’’ I 
asked. 

The old woman straightened her back, and 
for a moment her eyes looked into mine. I had 
often tried to draw from her something of her 
earlier life, but she had always evaded my 
questions. Marny had told me that his attempts 
had at first been equally disappointing. 

‘‘Body as ole’s me, suh, seen a plenty 0’ 
people.’? Then her eyes sought the canvas 
again. 

After a moment’s pause she said, as if to her- 
self, ‘‘ You’s de real quality, chile, dat you is ; 
eve’y spec an’ spinch 0’ ye.”’ 

I tried again. 

‘‘Does it look like anybody you ever saw, 
Aunt Chloe ?”’ 
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““It do an’ it don’t,’’ she answered critically. 
‘*De feet is like hern, but de eyes ain’t.”’ 

“Whois 

‘‘Oh, Miss Nannie.’’ And she leaned again 
on her broom and looked down on the floor. 

I heaped up a little pile of pigments on one 
corner of my palette and flattened them for a 
high light on a fold in the satin gown. 

‘“Who was Miss Nannie ?’’ I asked care- 
lessly. I was afraid the thread would break if 
I pulled too hard. 

“‘One o’ my chillen, honey.’’ A peculiar 
softness came into her voice. 

“Tell me about her. It will help me get her 
eyes right, so you can remember her better. 
They don’t look human enough to me, any- 
how ’’ (this last to myself). ‘‘ Where did she 
live ?”’ 

‘‘ Where dey all live — down in de big house. 
She warn’t Marse Henry’s real chile, but she 
come 0’ de blood. She didn’t hab dem kind 0’ 
shoes on her footses when I fust see her, but 
she wore ’em when she lef’ me. Dat she did.” 
Her voice rose suddenly and her eyes bright- 
ened. ‘‘An’ dem ain’t nothin’ to de way dey 
shined. I ain’t never seen no satin slippers shine 
like dem slippers ; dey was jes’ ablaze!” 

I worked on insilence. Marny had cautioned 
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me not to be too curious. Some day she might 
open her heart and tell me wonderful stories of 
her earlier life, but I must not appear too anx- 
ious. She had become rather suspicious of 
strangers since she had moved North and lost 
track of her own people, Marny had said. 

Aunt Chloe picked up her pail and began 
moving some easels into a far corner of my stu- 
dio and piling the chairs in a heap. This done, 
she stopped again and stood behind me, looking 
intently at the canvas over my shoulder. 

““My! My! ain’t dat de ve’y image of dat 
frock ? I kin see it now jes’ as Miss Nannie 
come down de stairs. But you got to put dat 
gold chain on it ’fore it gits to be de ve’y ’spress 
image. I had it roun’ my own neck once; I 
know jes’ how it looked.”’ 

I laid down my palette, and picking up a 
piece of chalk asked her to describe it so that I 
could make an outline. 

‘‘It was long an’ heavy, an’ it woun’ roun’ 
de neck twice an’ hung down to de wais’. An’ 
dat watch on de end of it! Well, I ain’t seen 
none like dat one sence. I ’clar’ to ye it was 
jes’ ’s teeny as one o’ dem li’! biscuits I used to 
make for ’er when she come in de kitchen — 
an’ she was dere most of de time. Dey didn’t 
care nuffin for her much. Let ’er go roun’ bare- 
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foot half de time, an’ her hair a-flyin’. Only 
one good frock to her name, an’ dat warn’t nuf- 
fin but calico. I used to wash dat many a time 
for her long ’fore she was outen her bed. Allus 
makes my blood bile to dis day whenever I 
think of de way dey treated dat chile. But it 
did n’t make no diff’ence what she had on — 
shoes or no shoes — her footses was dat li’l. An’ 
purty ! Wid her big eyes an’ her cheeks jes’ ’s 
fresh as dem rosewater roses dat I used to snip 
off for ole Sam to put on de table. Oh! I tell 
ye, if ye could picter her like dat dey would n’t 
be nobody clear from here to glory could come 
nigh her.’’ 

Aunt Chloe’s eyes were kindling with every 
word. I remembered Marny’s warning and kept 
still. I had abandoned the sketch of the chain 
as an unnecessary incentive, and had begun 
again with my palette knife, pottering away, 
nodding appreciatingly, and now and then put- 
ting a question to clear up some tangled situa- 
tion as to dates and localities which her ram- 
bling talk had left unsettled. 

“‘Yes, suh, down in de blue grass country, 
near Lexin’ton, Kentucky, whar my ole master, 
Marse Henry Gordon, lived,’’ she answered to 
my inquiry as to where this all happened. ‘‘1 
used to go eve’y year to see him after de war 
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was over, an’ kep’ it up till he died. Dere 
warn’t nobody like him den, an’ dere ain’t 
none now. He warn’t never spiteful to chillen, 
white or black. Eve’ybody knowed dat. I was 
a pickaninny myse’f, an’ I b’longed to him. 
An’ he ain’t never laid a lick on me, an’ he 
would n’t let nobody else do’t nuther, ’cept 
mymammy. I ’members one time when Aunt 
Dinah made cake dat ole Sam — he war a heap 
younger den—couldn’t put it on de table 
’ca’se dere was a piece broke outen it. Sam he 
riz, an’ Dinah she riz, an’ after dey ’d called 
each other all de names dey could lay dere 
tongues to, Miss Ann, my own fust mist’ess, 
come in an’ she say dem chillen tuk dat cake, 
an’ ’t ain’t nary one o’ ye dat’s ’sponsible. 
‘What ’s dis,’ says Marse Henry, — ‘ chillen 
stealin’ cake ? Send ’em here to me!’ When 
we all come in — dere was six or eight of us — 
he says, ‘ Eve’y one 0’ ye look me in de eye; 
now which one tuk it?’ I kep’ lookin’ away, 
fust on de flo’ an’ den out de windy. ‘ Look at 
me,’ he says agin. ‘You ain’t lookin’, Clo- 
rindy.’ DenI cotched him watchin’ me. ‘Now 
you all go out,’ he says, ‘and de one dat’s 
guilty kin come back agin.’ Den we all went 
out in de yard. ‘You tell him,’ says one. ‘No, 
you tell him;’ an’ dat’s de way it went on. 
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I knowed I was de wustest, for I opened de 
door o’ de sideboard an’ gin it to de others. 
Den I thought, if I don’t tell him mebbe he ’Il 
lick de whole passel on us, an’ dat ain’t right ; 
but if I go tell him an’ beg his ’umble pardon 
he might lemme go. So I crep’ ’round where 
he was a-settin’ wid his book on his knee,’’? — 
Aunt Chloe was now moving stealthily behind 
me, her eyes fixed on her imaginary master, 
head down, one finger in her mouth, — ‘‘an’ | 
say, ‘Marse Henry!’ An’ he look up an’ say, 
‘Who’s dat?’ An’ I say, ‘ Dat’s Clorindy.’ 
An’ he say, ‘ What you want?’ ‘Marse Henry, 
I come to tell ye 1 was hungry, an’ I see de 
door open an’ I shove it back an’ tuk de piece 
o’ cake, an’ maybe I thought if I done tole ye 
you ’d forgib me.’ 

“« «Den you is de ringleader,’ he says, ‘an’ 
you tempted de other chillen ?’ ‘ Yes,’ I says, 
“I spec so.’ ‘Well,’ he says, lookin’ down on 
de carpet, ‘now dat you has perfessed an’ beg 
pardon, you is good an’ ready to pay ’tention 
to what I’m gwine to say.’ De other chillen 
had sneaked up an’ was listenin’ ; dey ’spected 
to see me git it, though dere ain’t nary one 
of ’em ever knowed him to strike ’em a lick. 
Den he says, ‘Dis here is a li’l thing, —dis 
stealin’ a cake ; an’ it’s a big thing at de same 
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time. Miss Ann has been right smart put out 
*bout it, an’ I’m gwine to see dat it don’t 
happen agin. If you see a pin on de fl’or you 
would n’t steal it, — you ’d pick it up if you 
wanted it, an’ it wouldn’t be nuffin, ’cause 
somebody th’owed it away an’ it was free to 
eve’body ; but if you see a piece 0’ money on 
de fl’or, you knowed nobody didn’t th’ow dat 
away, an’ if you pick it up an’ don’t tell, dat’s 
somethin’ else — dat ’s stealin’, ’cause you tuk 
somethin’ dat somebody else has paid some- 
thin’ for an’ dat belongs to him. Now dis cake 
ain’t o’ much ’count, but it warn’t yourn, an’ 
you ought n’t to ha’ tuk it. If you’d asked 
yo’r mist’ess for it she ’d gin youa piece. There 
ain’t nuffin here you chillen doan’ git when ye 
ask for it.’ I didn’t say nuffin more. I jes’ 
waited for him to do anythin’ he wanted to me. 
Den he looks at de carpet for a long time an’ he 
says, — 

“©*T reckon you won’t take no mo’ cake 
*thout askin’ for it, Clorindy, an’ you chillen 
kin go out an’ play agin.’ ”’ 

The tears were now standing in her eyes. 

‘‘Dat’s what my ole master was, suh; I 
ain’t never forgot it. If he had beat me to death 
he could n’t ’a’ done no mo’ for me. He jes’ 
splained to me, an’ I ain’t never forgot since.’’ 
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“Did your own mother find it out?” I 
asked. 

The tears were gone now; her face was ra- 
diant again at my question. 

‘‘Dat she did, suh. One o’ de chillen done 
tole on me. Mammy jes’ made one grab as I 
run pas’ de kitchen door, an’ reached for a bar- 
rel stave, an’ she fairly sot — me — afire ! ”’ 

Aunt Chloe was now holding her sides 
with laughter, fresh tears streaming down her 
cheeks. 

««But Marse Henry never knowed it. Lawd, 
suh, dere ain’t nobody round here like him, 
nor never was. I kin ’member him now same 
as it was yisterday, wid his white hair, an’ he 
a-settin’ in his big chair. It was de las’ time I 
ever see him. De big house was gone, an’ de 
colored people was gone, an’ he was dat po’ 
he didn’t know where de nex’ mouf’ful was 
a-comin’ from. I come out behind him so,’’? — 
Aunt Chloe made me her old master and my 
stool his rocking-chair, — ‘‘an’ I pat him on the 
shoulder dis way, an’ he say, ‘Chloe, is dat 
you ? Howis it yo’ looks so comf’ble like? ’ An’ 
I say, ‘It’s you, Marse Henry ; you done it all ; 
yo’ teachin’ made me what I is, an’ if you study 
about it you ’ll know it’s so. An’ de others 
ain’t no wus’. Of all de colored people you 
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owned, dere ain’t nary one been hung, or been 
in de penitentiary, nor ain’t knowed as liars. 
Dat’s de way you fotch us up.’ 

“‘An’ I love him yet, an’ if he was a-livin’ 
to-day I’d work for him an’ take care of him 
if | went hungry myse’f. De only fool thing 
Marster Henry ever done was a-marryin’ dat 
widow woman for his second wife. Miss Nan- 
nie, dat looks a li’! bit like dat chile you got dere 
before ye’? — and she pointed to the canvas — 
““wouldn’t ’a’ been sot on an’ ’bused like she 
was but for her. Dat woman warn’t nuffin but 
a harf-strainer noway, if I do say it. Eve’ body 
knowed dat. How Marse Henry Gordon come 
to marry her nobody don’t know till dis day. 
She warn’t none o’ our people. Dey do say dat 
he met her up to Frankfort when he was in de 
Legislater, but I don’t know if dat’s so. But 
she warn’t nuffin, nohow.’’ 

‘““Was Miss Nannie her child? ’’ I asked, 
stepping back from my easel to get the better 
effect of my canvas. 

‘‘No, suh, dat she warn’t! ’’ with emphasis. 
‘«She was Marse Henry’s own sister’s chile, 
she was. Her people — Miss Nannie’s — lived 
up in Indiany, an’ dey was jes’s po’ as water- 
melon rinds, and when her mother died Marse 
Henry sent for her to come live wid him, ’cause 
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he said Miss Rachel — dat was dat woman’s 
own chile by her fust husband — was lonesome. 
Dey was bofe about de one age, — fo’teen or 
fifteen years old, — but Lawd-a-massy ! Miss 
Rachel warn’t lonesone ’cept for what she could 
n’t git, an’ she most broke her heart ’bout dat, 
much ’s she could break it ’bout anything. 

‘7 remember de ve’y day Miss Nannie come. 
I see her comin’ down de road totin’ a big ban’- 
box, an’ a carpet bag mos’s big ’s herse’f. Den 
she turned in de gate. ‘’Fo’ God,’ I says to 
ole Sam, who was settin’ de table for dinner, 
‘who’s dis yere comin’ in?’ Den I see her 
stop an’ set de bundles down an’ catch her bref, 
and den she come on agin. 

‘“* “Dat ’s Marse Henry’s niece,’ he says. ‘I 
heared de mist’ess say she was a-comin’ one day 
dis week by de coach.’ 

“1 see right away dat dat woman was up to 
one of her tricks; she didn’t ’tend to let dat 
chile come no other way ’cept like a servant ; 
she was dat dirt mean. 

“¢ Oh, you need n’t look, suh! I ain’t meanin’ 
no onrespect, but I knowed dat woman when 
Marse Henry fust married her, an’ she ain’t 
never fooled me once. Fust time she come into 
de house she walked plumb in de kitchen, where 
me an’ ole Sam an’ ole Dinah was a-eaten our 
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dinner, we setten at de table like we useter did, 
and she flung her head up in de air and she says : 
‘ After dis when I come in I want you niggers 
to git up on yo’ feet.” Think o’ dat, will ye ? 
Marse Henry never called nary one of us nigger 
since we was pickaninnies. I knowed den she 
warn’t ’customed to nuthin’. But I tell ye she 
never put on dem kind o’ airs when Marse 
Henry was about. No, suh. She was always 
mighty sugar-like to him when he was home, 
but dere ain’t no conniption she warn’t up to 
when he couldn’t hear of it. She had purty 
nigh riz de roof when he done tell her dat Miss 
Nannie was a-comin’ to live wid ’em, but she 
could n’t stand agin him, for warn’t her only 
daughter, Miss Rachel, livin’ on him, an’ not 
only Miss Rachel, but lots mo’ of her people 
where she come from ? 

“Well, suh, as soon as ole Sam said what 
chile it was dat was a-comin’ down de road I 
dropped my dishcloth an’ I run out to meet ’er. 

“¢*TIs you Miss Nannie? ’?I says. ‘Gimme 
dat bag,’ I says, ‘an’ dat box.’ 

“«“Yes,’ she says, ‘dat’s me, ’an’ ain’t you 
Aunt Chloe what I heared so much about ? ’ 

“‘Honey, you ain’t never gwine to git de 
kind o’ look on dat picter you’s workin’ on 
dere, suh, as sweet as dat chile’s face when she 
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said dat to me. I loved her from dat fust min- 
ute I see her, an’ I loved her ever since, jes’ as 
I loved her mother befo’ her. 

‘‘ When she got to de house, me a-totin’ de 
things on behind, de mist’ess come out on de 
po’ch. 

“«*Oh, dat’s you, is it, Nannie ?’ she says. 
‘Well, Chloe ’Il tell ye where to go,’ an’ she 
went straight in de house agin. Never kissed 
her, nor touched her, nor nuffin ! 

‘«Ole Sam was bilin’. He heard her say it,’ 
an’ if he was alive he ’d tell ye same as me. 

‘** Where ’s she gwine to sleep?’ I says, 
callin’ after her, — ‘upstairs ’long wid Miss 
Rachel ?’ I was gittin’ hot myse’f, though I 
did n’t say nuffin. 

‘* € No,’ she says, flingin’ up her head like a 
goat; ‘my daughter needs all de room she’s 
got. You kin take her downstairs an’ fix up a 
place for her ’longside 0’ you an’ Dinah.’ She 
was de old cook. 

“«*Come long,’ I says, ‘Miss Nannie,’ an’ 
I dropped a curtsy same’s if she was a prin- 
cess. An’ so she was, an’ Marse Henry’s own 
eyes in her head, an’ ‘nough like him to be his 
own chile. ‘1’ll hab ev’ything ready for ye,’ I 
says. ‘ You wait here an’ take de air,’ an’ I 
got a chair an’ sot her down on de po’ch, an’ ole 
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Sam brung her some cake, an’ I went to git de 
room ready, de room offen de kitchen pantry, 
where dey puts de overseer’s chillen when dey 
come to see him. 

“* Purty soon Miss Rachel come down an’ 
went up an’ kissed her — dat is, Sam said so, 
though I ain’t never seen her kiss her dat time 
nor no other time. Miss Rachel an’ de mist’ess 
was bofe split out o’ de same piece o’ kindlin’, 
an’ what one was agin t’ other was agin; a 
blind man could see dat. Miss Rachel never 
liked Miss Nannie from de fust, she was dat 
cross-grained and pernicketty. No matter what 
Miss Nannie done to please her it warn’t good 
*nough for her. Why, do you know, when de 
other chillen come over from de nex’ plantation 
Miss Rachel would n’t send for Miss Nannie to 
come in de parlor. No, suh, dat she wouldn’t! 
An’ dey ’d run off an’ leave her, too, when dey 
was gwine picknickin’, an’ treat dat chile ow- 
dacious, sayin’ she was po’ white trash, an’ 
charity chile, an’ things like dat, till I would go 
an’ tell Marse Henry ’bout it. Den dere would 
be a ’ruction, an’ Marse Henry ’d blaze out, an’ 
jes ’ssoon ’s he was off agin to Frankfort — an’ 
he was dere mos’ of de time, for he was one 0’ 
dese yere ole-timers dat dey could n’t git ’long 
widout at de Legislater—dey ’d treat her wus ’n 
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ever. Soon ’s Dinah an’ me see dat, we kep’ 
Miss Nannie ’long wid us much as we could. 
She ’d eat wid ’em when dere warn’t no com- 
pany ’round, but dat was ’bout all.’’ 

‘‘Did they send her to school ?’”’ I asked, 
fearing she would again lose the thread. My 
picture had a new meaning for me now that it 
looked like her heroine. 

‘“‘No, suh, dat dey did n’t, ’cept to de 
schoolhouse at de cross-roads whar eve’ybody’s 
chillen went. But dey sent Miss Rachel to a 
real highty-tighty school, dat dey did, down to 
Louisville. Two winters she was dere, an’ eve’y 
time when she come home for holiday times 
she had mo’ airs dan when she went away. 
Marse Henry wanted bofe chillen to go, but dat 
woman outdid him, an’ she faced him up an’ 
down dat dere warn’t money ’nough for two, 
an’ dat her daughter was de fittenest, an’ all 
dat, an’ he give in. I didn’t hear it, but ole 
Sam did, an’ his han’ shook so he mos’ spilt de 
soup. But law, honey, dat did n’t make no 
diff’ence to Miss Nannie. She ’d go off by her- 
se’f wid her books an’ sit all day under de trees, 
an’ sing to herse’f jes’ like a bird, an’ dey ’d 
sing to her, an’ all dat time her face was 
a-beamin’ an’ her hair shinin’ like gold, an’ she 
a-growin’ taller, an’ her eyes gittin’ bigger an’ 
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bigger, an’ brighter, an’ her little footses white 
an’ cunnin’ asa rabbit’s. 

“De only place whar she did go outside de 
big house was over to Mis’ Morgan’s, who lived 
on de nex’ plantation. Mis’ Morgan didn’t hab 
no chillen of her own, an’ she’d send for Miss 
Nannie to come an’ keep her company, she was 
dat dead lonesome, an’ dey was glad ’nough to 
let dat chile go so dey could git her out o’ de 
house. Ole Sam allers said dat, for he heared 
*em talk at table an’ knowed what was gwine 
on. 

“‘Purty soon long come de time when Miss 
Rachel done finish her eddication, an’ she come 
back to de big house an’ sot herse’f up to ’ceive 
company. She warn’t bad lookin’ in dem days, 
I mus’ say, an’ if dat woman’s sperit had n’t ’a’ 
been in her she might ’a’ pulled through. But 
dere warn’t no fotching up could stand agin dat 
blood. Miss Rachel’d git dat ornery dat you 
could n’t do nuffin wid her, jes’ like her maw. 
De fust real out-an’-out beau she had was Dr. 
Tom Boling. He lived ’bout fo’teen miles out 
o’ Lexin’ton on de big plantation, an’ was de 
richest young man in our parts. His paw had 
died ’bout two years befo’ an’ lef? him mo’ 
money dan he could th’ow away, an’ he ’d 
jes’ come back from Philadelphy, whar he ’d 
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been a-learnin’ to be a doctor. He met Miss 
Rachel at a party in Louisville, an’ de fust Sun- 
day she come home he driv over to see her. If 
ye could ’a’ seen de mist’ess when she see him 
comin’ in de gate! All in his ridin’ boots an’ 
his yaller breeches and bottle-green coat, an’ 
his servant a-ridin’ behind to hold de horses. 

‘‘Ole Sam an’ me was a-watchin’ de mis- 
t’ess peekin’ th’ough de blind at him, her eyes 
a-blazin’, an’ Sam laughed so he had to stuff a 
napkin in his mouf to keep ’er from hearin’ 
him. Well, suh, dat went on all de summer. 
Eve’y time he come de mist’ess ’d be dat sweet 
mos’ make a body sick to see her, an’ when 
he ’d stay away she was dat pesky dere warn’t 
no livin’ wid her. Of co’se dere was plenty mo’ 
gemmen co’rting Miss Rachel, too, but none 0’ 
dem did n’t count wid de mist’ess ’cept de doc- 
tor, ’cause he was rich, dat’s all dere was to ’t, 
*cause he was rich. I tell ye ole Sam had to tell 
many a lie to the other gemmen, sayin’ Miss 
Rachel was sick or somethin’ else when she was 
a-waitin’ for de doctor to come, and was feared 
he might meet some of ’em an’ git skeered 
away. 

‘“Miss Nannie, she’d watch him, too, from 
behind de kitchen door, or scrunched down 
lookin’ over de pantry winder sill, an’ den she ’d 
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tell Dinah an’ me what he did, an’ how he got 
off his horse an’ han’ de reins to de boy, an’ 
slap his boots wid his ridin’ whip, like he was 
a-dustin’ off a fly. An’ she ’d act it all out for 
me an’ Dinah, an’ slap her own frock, an’ den 
she ’d laugh fit to kill herse’f an’ dance all ’round 
de kitchen. Would yo’ believe it? No! dere 
ain’t nobody ’d believe it. Dey never asked 
her to come in once while he was in de parlor, 
an’ dey never once tole him dat Miss Nannie 
was a-livin’ on de top side 0’ de yearth! 

“*?Co’se people ’gin to talk, an’ ev’ybody 
said dat Dr. Boling was gittin’ nighest de coon, 
an’ dat fust thing dey ’d know dere would be a 
weddin’ in de Gordon fambly. An’ den agin 
dere was plenty mo’ people said he was only 
passin’ de time wid Miss Rachel, an’ dat he 
come to see Marse Henry to talk pol’tics. 

‘“ Well, one day, suh, I was a-standin’ in de 
door an’ I see him come in a-foot, widout his 
horse an’ servant, an’ step up on de po’ch 
quick an’ rap at de do’, like he say to himse’f, 
‘Lemme in; I’mina hurry; I got somethin’ 
on my mind.’ Ole Sam was jes’ a-gwine to 
open de do’ for him when Miss Nannie come 
‘ a-runnin’ in de kitchen from de yard, her cheeks 
like de roses, her hair a-flyin’, an’ her big hat 
hangin’ to a string down her back. I gin Sam 
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one look an’ he stopped, an’ I says to Miss Nan- 
nie, ‘Run, honey,’ I says, ‘an’ open de do’ for 
ole Sam ; I spec’,’ I says, ‘it’s one o’ dem ped- 
lars.’ 

‘If you could ’a’ seen dat chile’s face when 
she come back ! ”’ 

Aunt Chloe’s hands were now waving above 
her head, her mouth wide open in her merri- 
ment, every tooth shining. 

‘She was white one minute an’ red asa beet 
de nex’. ‘Oh, Aunt Chloe, what did you let 
me go for?’ she says. ‘Oh! I would n’t ’a’ 
let him see me like dis for anythin’ in de wo’ld! 
Oh, I’m dat put out!’ 

‘* «What did he say to ye, honey ?’ I says. 

“He did n’t say nuffin; he jes’ look at me 
an’ say he beg my pardon, an’ was Miss Rachel 
in, an’ den I said I ’d run an’ tell her, an’ when 
I come downstairs agin he was a-standin’ in de 
hall wid his eyes up de staircase, an’ he never 
stopped lookin’ at me till I come down.’ 

‘¢“« Well, dat won’t do you no harm, chile,’ 
I says; ‘a cat kin look at a king.’ 

‘¢ Ole Sam was a-watchin’ her, too, an’ when 
she ’d gone in her leetle room an’ shet de do’ 
Sam says, ‘I’ll lay if Marse Tom Boling had 
anythin’ on his mind when he come here to-day 
it’s mighty onsettled by dis time.’ 
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‘*Nex’ time Dr. Tom Boling come he say to 

-de mist’ess, ‘ Who’s dat young lady,’ he says, 

‘dat opened de door for me las’ time I was here ? 
I hoped to see her agin. Is she in ?’ 

“Den dey bofe cooked up some lie ’bout 
her bein’ over to Mis’ Morgan’s or somethin’, 
an’ as soon’s he was gone dey come down an’ 
riz Sam for not ’tendin’ de door, an’ lettin’ dat 
‘ragged, flyaway gal open it. Den dey went for 
Miss Nannie till dey made her cry, an’ she 
come to me, an’ | took her in my lap an’ com- 
fo’ted her like I allers did. 

“«De nex’ time he come he says, ‘1 hear dat 
yo’r niece, Miss Nannie Barnes, is livin’ wid 
you, an’ dat she is ve’y ’sclusive. I hope dat 
you ’Il ’suade her to come inde parlor,’ he says. 
Dem was his ve’y words. Sam was a-standin’ 
close to him as I am to you an’ he heared him. 

“© «She ain’t yet in s’ciety,’ de mist’ess says, 
‘an’ she ’s dat wild dat we can’t p’esent her.’ 

***Oh! is dat so?’ he says. ‘Is she in 
now ?’ 

“«*No,’ she says, ‘she’s over to Mis’ Mor- 
gan’s.’ 

“Dat was a fac’ dis time; she ’d gone dat 
very mawnin’. Den Miss Rachel come down, 
an’ co’se Sam didn’t hear no mo’ ’cause he 
had to go out. Purty soon out de doctor come. 
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Dese visits, min’ ye, was gittin’ shorter an’ 
shorter, though he do come as often, an’ over 
he goes to Mis’ Morgan’s hisse’f. 

“‘Now I doan’ know what he said to Miss 
Nannie, or what passed ’twixt ’em, ’cause she 
did n’t tell me. Only dat she said he had come 
to see Mis’ Morgan ’bout some land matters, an’ 
dat Mis’ Morgan interjuced ’em, but nuffin mo’. 
Lord bless dat chile ! An’, suh, dat was de fust 
time she ever kep’ anythin’ from her olemammy. 
Dat made me mo’ glad ’n ever. I knowed den 
dey was bofe hit. 

‘‘But my lan’, de fur begin to fly when de 
mist’ess an’ Miss Rachel heared ’bout dat visit ! 

‘¢¢ What you mean by makin’ eyes at Dr. 
Boling ? Don’t you know he’s good as ’gaged 
to my daughter ?’ de mist’ess said. Dat was 
a lie, for he never said a word to Miss Rachel ; 
ole Sam could tole you dat. ‘Git out o’ my 
house, you good-for-nothin’ pauper, an’ take 
yo’ rags wid ye.’ 

“‘T see right away de fat was in de fire. 
Marse Henry warn’t spected home till de nex’ 
Sunday, an’ so I tuk her over to Mis’ Morgan, 
an’ den I ups an’ tells her eve’ything dat wo- 
man had done to dat chile since de day she 
come. An’ when I’d done she tuk Miss Nan- 
nie by de han’ an’ she says, — 
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‘“¢You won’t never want a home, chile, so 
long as I live. Go back, Chloe, an’ git her 
clo’es.’ But I didn’t git ’em. I knowed Marse 
Henry ’d raise de roof when he come, an’ he 
did, bless yo’ heart. Went over hisse’f an’ got 
her, an’ brought her home, an’ dat night when 
Dr. Boling come he made her sit down in de 
parlor, an’ ’fo’ he went home dat night de doc- 
tor he say to Marse Henry, ‘I want yo’ per- 
mission, Mister Gordon, to pay my addresses 
to Miss Nannie, yo’ niece.’ Sam was a-stand- 
ing close as he could git to de door, an’ he heard 
ev’y word. Now he ain’t never said dat, mind 
ye, to Marse Henry ’bout Miss Rachel! An’ 
dat ’s why I know dat he warn’t hit unto death 
wid her. 

‘Well, do you know, suh, dat dat woman 
was dat owdacious she would n’t let ’em see 
each other after dat ’cept on de front po’ch. 
Would n’t let ’em come in de house ; make ’em 
do all dere co’rtin’ on de steps an’ out at de 
paster gate. De doctor would r’are an ’pitch an’ 
git white in de face at de scand’lous way dat 
Miss Barnes was bein’ treated, until Miss Nan- 
nie put bofe her li’l han’s on his’n, soothin’ 
like, an’ den he ’d grab ’em an’ kiss ’em like 
he’d eat ’em up. Sam cotched him at it, an’ 
done tole me! An’ den dey ’d sa’nter off down 
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de po’ch, sayin’ it was too hot or too cool, or 
dat dey was lookin’ for birds’ nests in de po’ch 
vines, till dey ’d git to de far end, where de 
mist’ess nor Sam nor nobody else could n’t hear 
‘what dey was a-sayin’ an’ a-whisperin’, an’ 
dere dey ’d sit fer hours. 

“‘But I tell ye de doctor had a hard time 
a-gittin’ her even when Marse Henry gin his 
consent. An’ he never would ’a’ got her if Miss 
Rachel, jes’ for spite, I spec’, had n’t ’a’{took up 
wid Colonel Todhunter’s son dat was a-co’rtin’ 
on her too, an’ run off an’ married him. Den 
Miss Nannie knowed she was free to follow her 
own heart. 

“TI tell you it’d ’a’ made ye cry yo’ eyes 
out, suh, to see dat chile try an’ fix herse’f up 
to meet him de days an’ nights she knowed he 
was comin’, an’ she wid jes’ one white frock 
to her name. An’ we all felt jes’ as bad as 
her. Dinah would wash it an’ I’d smooth her 
hair, an’ ole Sam’d git her a fresh rose to put 
in her neck. 

‘‘Purty soon de weddin’ day was ’pinted, 
an’. me an’ Dinah an’ ole Sam gin to wonder 
how dat chile was a-gwine to git clo’es to be 
married in, Sam heared ole marster ask dat 
same question at de table, an’ he see him gib 
de mist’ess de money to buy ’em for her, an’ 
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de mist’ess said dat she reckoned ‘Miss Nan- 
nie’s people would want de priv’lege o’ dressin’ 
her now dat she was a-gwine to marry dat 
wo’thless young doctor, Tom Boling, dat no- 
body would n’t hab in de house, but dat if dey 
didn’t she’d gin her some of Miss Rachel’s 
clo’es, an’ if dem warn’t ’nough den she ’d 
spen’ de money to de best advantage.’ Dem 
was her ve’y words. Sam heared her say ’em. 
I knowed dat meant dat de chile would go naked, 
for she would n’t ’a’ worn none 0’ Miss Rachel’s 
rubbish, an’ not a cent would she git 0’ de 
money. So I got dat ole white frock out, an’ 
Dinah found a white ribbon in a ole trunk in de 
garret, an’ washed an’ ironed it to tie ’round 
her waist, an’ Miss Nannie come an’ look at it, 
an’ when she see it de tears riz up in her eyes. 

“«Doan’ you cry, chile,’ I says. ‘He ain’t 
lovin’ ye for yo’ clo’es, an’ never did. Fust 
time he see ye yo’ was purty nigh barefoot. 
It’s you he wants, not yo’ frocks, honey ; ’ an’ 
den de sun come out in her face an’ her eyes 
dried up, an’ she’gin to smile an’ sing like a 
robin after de rain. 

‘«Purty soon ’long come Chris’mas time, an’ 
me an’ ole Sam an’ Dinah was a-watchin’ out 
to see what Marse Tom Boling was gwine to 
gin his bride, fur she was purty nigh dat, as 
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dey was to be married de week after Chris’- 
mas. Well, suh, de mawnin’ ’fore Chris’mas 
come, an’ den de arternoon come, an’ den de 
night come, an’ mos’ ev’y hour somebody sent 
somethin’ for Miss Rachel, an’ yet not one 
scrap of nuffin big as a chink-a-pin come for 
Miss Nannie. Dinah an’ me was dat onres’less 
dat we could n’t sleep. Miss Nannie did n’t say 
nuffin when she went to bed, but I see a li’l 
shadder creep over her face an’ I knowed right 
away what hurted her. 

“‘ Well, de nex’ mawnin’ — Chris’mas mawn- 
in’ dat was—old Sam came a-bustin’ in de 
kitchen do’, a-hollerin’ loud as he could holler.’’ 
Aunt Chloe was now rocking herself back 
and forth, clapping her hands as she talked. 
*“Dere was a trunk on de front po’ch for Miss 
Nannie dat was dat heavy it tuk fo’ niggers to 
lif’ it. 

‘‘Trun, an’ Dinah run, an’ when we got to de 
trunk mos’ all de niggers was thick ’round it 
as flies, an’ Miss Nannie was standin’ over it 
readin’ a card wid her name on it an’ a ’scrip- 
tion sayin’ dat it was ‘a Chris’mas gif’, wid de 
compliments of a friend.’ But who dat friend 
was, whether it was Marse Henry, who sent it 
dat way so dat woman would n’t tear his hair 
out; or whether Mis’ Morgan sent it, dat had n’t 
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mo’n ’nough money to live on; or whether 
some of her own kin in Indiany, dat was dirt 
po’, stole de money an’ sent it; or whether 
young Dr. Tom Boling, who had mo’ money 
dan all de banks in Lexin’ton, done sent it, 
don’t nobody know till this day, ’cept me an’ 
ole Sam, an’ we ain't tellin’. 

‘«But, my soul alive, de insides of dat trunk 
took de bref clean out 0’ de mist’ess an’ Miss 
Rachel. Sam opened it, an’ I tuk out de things. 
Honey! dere was a weddin’ dress all white 
satin dat would stand alone, —jes’ de ve’y 
mate of de one you got in dat picter ’fore ye, 
—an’ a change’ble silk, dat heavy! an’ a 
plaid one, an’ eve’ything a young lady could 
git on her back from her skin out! an’ a thou- 
sand-dollar watch an’ chain. I wore dat watch 
myse’f; Miss Nannie was standin’ by me, 
a-clappin’ her han’s an’ laughin’, an’ when dat 
watch an’ chain came out she jes’ th’owed de 
chain over my neck an’ stuck de leetle watch 
in my bosom, an’ says, ‘Dere, you dear ole 
mammy, go look at yo’se’f in de glass an’ see 
how fine you is.’ 

“De nex’ week come de weddin’. 1’ll never 
forgit dat weddin’ to my dyin’ day. Marse 
Tom Boling driv in wid a coach an’ four an’ 
two outriders, an’ de horses wore white ribbons 
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on dere ears; an’ de coachman had flowers in 
his coat mos’ big as his head, an’ dey whirled 
up in front of de po’ch, an’ out he stepped in 
his blue coat an’ brass buttons an’ a yaller 
wais’coat, — yaller as a gourd, —an’ his bell- 
crown hat in his han’. She was a-waitin’ for 
him wid dat white satin dress on, an’ de chain 
’round her neck, an’ her li’! footses tied up wid 
silk ribbons de ve’y match o’ dem you got pic- 
tered, an’ her face shinin’ like a angel. An’ all 
de niggers was a-standin’ ’roun’ de po’ch, dere 
eyes outn dere heads, an’ Marse Henry was 
dere in his new clo’es lookin’ so grand, an’ 
Sam in his white gloves, an’ me in a new head 
han’ chief. 

‘*Eve’ybody was happy ‘cept one. Dat 
one was de mist’ess, standin’ in de door. She 
would n’t come out to de coach where de horses 
was a-champin’ de bits an’ de froth a-droppin’ 
on de groun’, an’ she would n’t speak to Marse 
Tom. She kep’ back in de do’way. 

“Miss Rachel was dat mean she would n’t 
come downstairs. 

‘“Miss Nannie gib Marse Tom Boling her han’ 
an’ look up in his face like a queen, an’ den 
she kissed Marse Henry, an’ whispered some- 
thin’ in his ear dat nobody did n’t hear, only de 
tears gin to jump out an’ roll down his cheeks, 
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an’ den she looked de mist’ess full in de face, 
an’ *thout a word dropped her a low curtsy. 

“*T come de las’. She looked at me for a 
minute wid her eyes a-swimmin’, an’ den she 
th’owed her arms roun’ my neck an’ hugged 
an’ kissed me, an’ den I see an arm slip ’roun’ 
her wais’ an’ lif? her inde coach. Den de horses 
gin a plunge an’ dey was off. 

“* An’ arter dat dey had five years — de hap- 
piest years dem two ever seen. I know, ’cause 
Marse Henry gin me to her, an’ I lived wid ’em 
day in an’ day out till dat baby come, an’ 
den’? — 

Aunt Chloe stopped and reached out her hand 
as if to steady herself. The tears were stream- 
ing down her cheeks. 

Then she advanced a step, fixed her eyes on 
the portrait, and in a voice broken with emo- 
tion, said, — 

‘Honey, chile, — honey, chile,—is you 
tired a- waitin’ for yo’ ole mammy? Keep 
a-watchin’, honey —keep a-watchin’— It 
won’t be long now ’fore I come. Keep 
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a-watchin’. 
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QUANTICO was not my destination. 

S I confess to hearing from my berth in the 
Pullman, when the train stopped in the depot, 
all the customary sounds, — the bumpings and 
couplings of the cars, the relieved ‘‘ Whuff !”’ 
of the locomotive catching its breath after the 
night’s run, the shouts of the hackmen, and the 
rumbling of the baggage trucks. I remember 
also the ‘‘ Dust you off, sir,’’ of the suddenly 
attentive porter levying blackmail with his 
brush, the glare of the lanterns, and blinding 
flash of the head-light. All this came to me as 
I lay half awake in my section, but—it did 
not suggest Squantico. 

On the contrary, it meant prospective peace 
and comfort, and another hour’s nap, when I 
would finally be side-tracked outside the sta- 
tion in Washington. So I turned over and en- 
joyed it. 

Experience teaches me that the going astray 
of the best laid plans is not confined wholly to 
men and mice; it includes Pullmans. 
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My first intimation of disaster came from the 
expectant blackmailer. 

‘“ Eight o’clock, sir; last berth occupied.” 

More positive data proceeded from the con- 
ductor, who clicked a punch under my nose and 
blurted out, — 

PeRlACheISE. 

I fumbled mechanically under my pillow, and 
remembering, said sleepily, — 

** Gave them to you last night.”’ 

‘*Not to me. Want your tickets for Rich- 
mond.”’ 

I sat up. Whole rows of people dressed for 
the day were quietly and contentedly occupy- 
ing their seats. All the berths had been swept 
away. My curtains alone dangled from the con- 
tinuous brass rod. Every eye in the car was 
fastened on my travelling bedroom. 

‘“‘T am not going to Richmond. I get off at 
Washington.”’ 

“Wrong car, sir. Left Washington two hours 
ago.’ 

“Stop at the next station,’’ I gasped, grab- 
bing my coat. 

The conductor peered through the car win- 
dow, pulled the bell-rope, and shouted, ‘‘All 
out for Squantico!’’ Ten minutes later I was 
shivering in a pool of snow and water, my bag 


257 


SIX HOURS IN SQUANTICO 


bottom side up, the rear of the retreating train 
filling a distant cut. 

A man in a fur hat and blue overcoat cast his 
eye my way, picked up a mail pouch from a 
half-melted snowbank, and preceded me up a 
muddy road flanked by a worm-fence. I over- 
took him, and added my bag to his load. 

‘When can I get back to Washington ?’’ 

‘Ten minutes past two.’’ 

I made a hurried calculation. Six hours! Six 
hours in a hole like this ! 

It was not a cheery morning for landing any- 
where. January-thaw mornings never are. A 
drizzling rain saturated everything. A steam- 
ing fog hung over the low country, drifted out 
over the river, and made ghosts of the piles 
of an unfinished dock. The mud was inches 
deep under the snow, which lay sprawling out 
in patches, covering the ground like a worn- 
out coat. A dozen cheaply constructed houses 
and stores built of wood fronted on one side 
of a broad road. Opposite the group was a 
great barn of a building, with its doors and 
lower windows boarded up. This was the 
hotel. 

Before I had turned the road I had learned 
all that could possibly interest me: the hotel 
was closed ; Colonel Jarvis kept a store third 
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house from the corner; and Mrs. Jarvis could 
get me a breakfast. 

The man with the pouch exchanged my bag 
for a dime, pointed to a collection of empty dry- 
goods boxes ranged along the sidewalk ahead, 
and disappeared within a doorway bearing a 
swinging tin sign marked ‘‘ Post-Office.”’ I 
rounded the largest box, climbed the steps, and 
entered the typical country store. 

“Is Colonel Jarvis in ?’’ 

Four men hugging a cast-iron stove pushed 
back their chairs. One —a lank, chin-bearded 
Virginian — straightened himself out and came 
forward. Heworea black slouch hat, a low-cut 
velvet vest with glass buttons, —all gone but 
two, — a shoestring necktie, and a pair of car- 
pet slippers very much run down at the heel. 
The only redeeming points about him were his 
voice, which though clogged with the richest of 
Virginia dialects was still soft and flexible, and 
his manners, in which were visible some slight 
out-croppings of a gentility buried with the pre- 
ceding generation. Regarded from the point of 
view of a traveller half awake, hungry, wet, and 
wholly disgusted, his appearance only helped 
to intensify the discomforts of the situation. 

‘“¢1’m Kurnal Jarvis, zur. What kin I do for 
you ?”’ 
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‘‘T am adrift here, and cannot return for some 
hours. The mail man said perhaps Mrs. Jarvis 
would get me a cup of coffee.”’ 

The colonel smiled unctuously ; replied, with 
a wave of his hand, that he did not keep a ho- 
tel, or in fact a house of entertainment of any 
kind, but that since the closing — he should say 
the collapse —of the Ocomoke Hotel he had 
prevailed upon Mrs. Jarvis to spread a humble 
table for the comfort and restoration of the way- 
farer and stranger. If 1 would do him the honor 
of preceding him through the folding-doors to 
the right, he would conduct me to Mrs. Jarvis, 
a chop, and a cup of coffee. 

I did him the honor at once, and was the next 
moment confronted by a little woman in a brown 
calico dress, who hung my wet coat on a clothes- 
horse by the fire with so many expressions of 
sympathy that my heart was won on the spot. 

The breakfast was fairly good, although the 
vivid imagination of the colonel was not wholly 
realized, — Mrs. Jarvis substituting hot corn 
bread and a sliver of bacon for the chop, and 
filling my cup with a weak decoction of toasted 
sweet-potato skins and chiccory in place of the 
divine essence of old Mocha. 

Comforted by her gentle manner, and glad 
of any excuse to kill time until the 2.10 train 
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should rescue me from what promised to be a 
most forlorn experience, I drew from her, little 
by little, not only her own history, but that of 
her unfortunate neighbors. 

It seemed that some years back a capitalist 
from New York, uniting with other money-bags 
from Richmond, had fixed upon the town of 
Squantico as presenting, by reason of its loca- 
tion, extraordinary advantages for river and 
rail transportation ; that, in pursuance of this 
scheme, they had bought up all the land in and 
around the village, had staked out numerous 
avenues and town lots, erected an imposing ho- 
tel surmounted by a cupola, and had started an 
immense pile dock trampling out into the river ; 
that they had surveyed and partly graded a cer- 
tain railroad, described as a ‘‘ sixty-pound steel- 
rail and iron-bridge road,’’ having one terminus 
on the wandering dock and the other in a net- 
work of arteries connecting with the ‘‘ heart of 
the whole Southern system;’’ that, besides 
these local and contiguous improvements, such 
small trifles as a court house of granite, a 
public school of brick with stone trimmings, 
and extensive waterworks were to be at once 
erected and ridiculously cheap gas introduced. 
All these enlargements, improvements, and 
benefits were duly set forth in a large circular, 
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or handbill, with headlines in red ink, —a fly- 
specked copy being still visible tacked up be- 
hind the colonel’s bar. In addition to these 
gratuities, large discounts were offered to the 
earliest settlers purchasing town lots and erect- 
ing structures thereon, the terms being within 
reach of the poorest, — one fourth cash, and 
the balance in three yearly instalments of an 
equal amount. 

Beguiled by these conditions and prospects, 
the colonel had sold her farm on the James | 
River, — it was all she had in the world, an in- 
heritance from her father’s estate, — had moved 
their household effects to Squantico, paid the 
first instalment, and erected the store and dwell- 
ing. This had absorbed all their ready cash. 

All went well for the first year, or until the 
hotel was finished. Then came the collapse. 
One morning all work ceased on the dock and 
railroad. Another capitalist, of pointedly oppo- 
site views from the original group of projectors, 
had gobbled up the road-bed of the projected 
railway, and had carried its terminus far out of 
reach of Squantico, and miles down the river. 
This had occurred some three years back. 

Since that date a complicated melancholy had 
settled down over Squantico; the proprietors 
of the hotel had closed its doors from sheer 
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famine, — not so much from want of something 
to eat as for want of somebody to eat it, — the 
unfinished dock had gone to decay, and the 
town to ruin. Squantico had shrivelled up like 
a gourd in a September frost. 

Nor was this all. Since the collapse no one 
had been able to meet the second payment on 
the land ; the original capitalists wanted their 
pound of flesh ; foreclosure proceedings had al- 
ready been begun, and the act of dispossession 
was to be taken at the next spring term of the 
county court. Everybody in the village was 
in the same plight. ‘‘ And indeed, sir,’’ she 
added with a break in her voice, ‘‘ what is to 
become of us? It will seem so hard to have no 
home at all!’’ 

I did what I could to divert her thoughts 
from her impending misfortunes by telling her 
something of my trip the night before, extract- 
ing for her benefit what little humor the situa- 
tion afforded, and then, leaving her to the care 
of her dishes, returned to the store. 

The colonel widened the circle about the 
stove, nodded to the three other chair-holders, 
and introduced me as ‘‘ My friend, Major ’’ — 
and paused for my name. As | did not supply 
it, he glanced toward my bag for relief, caught 
sight of a baggage label pasted across one end, 
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marked ‘‘ B., Room—, N. Y.,’’ and went 
straight on, as serene as an auctioneer with a 
fictitious bid. 

‘‘ Broom, — Major Broom,-——gentlemen, from 
New York.”’ 

The occupants stood erect for an instant, 
looked at me from under the rims of their hats, 
and sank into their chairs again. 

If the title was a surprise to me, I being a 
plain landscape-painter, without capitals of any 
kind before or after my patronymic, the effront- 
ery of displacing it by an express company’s 
check simply took away my breath. But! did 
not correct him. It was not worth the while. 
He thanked me with his eye for my forbear- 
ance, and placed a chair at my disposal. 

This eye of the colonel, by the way, was not 
the least interesting feature of his face. It was 
a moist, watery eye, suggestive of a system of 
accounts kept mostly in chalk on a set of books 
covering half the swinging doors in the county. 
From between these watery spots protruded a 
sharp, beak-like nose. 

My host connected these two features by 
placing his forefinger longitudinally along his 
nose until the nail closed the right optic, and 
remarked, in a dry, husky voice, that it was 
about his time, and would I join him? In- 
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stantly three pairs of legs dropped from the 
stove rail, an equal number of chairs were emp- 
tied, and their occupants filed through a green 
door with the paint worn off below the knob. 
I excused myself on the ground of a late break- 
fast, and while they were absent made an in- 
spection of the interior. It consisted of one long 
room, on each side of which ran a pine counter. 
This was littered up with scraps of wrapping 
paper, a mouldy cheese covered by a wire fly 
screen, some cracker boxes, and a case witha 
glass top containing small piles of plug tobacco 
and some jars of stick candy. Behind these 
counters were ranged pine shelves, holding the 
usual assortment of hardware, dry goods, canned 
vegetables, and groceries. On the bottom shelf 
lay a grillage of bar soap, left out to dry. All 
the top shelves were packed with empty boxes, 
— labels outside, — indicating to the unprac- 
ticed eye certain probable commercial resources. 

Outside the rain fell in a drizzle, and the 
fog settled in wavy wreaths. Along the road 
staggered a single team — horse and mule tan- 
dem — harnessed, or rather tied up, in clothes- 
lines, and drawing a cart as large as a shoe box, 
loaded with cord-wood, the whole followed by 
a negro clothed in cowhide boots, an old army 
coat, and a straw hat. The movement was 
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slow, but sure enough to convince me that they 
had not all died in their tracks overnight. 

I followed this team with my eye until the 
fog swallowed it up ; watched a flock of geese 
pick their way across the road, the leader’s nose 
high in the air, as if disgusted with the day ; 
went over in my mind the delay of preparing 
the breakfast, the time lost in its disposal, the 
long talk with Mrs. Jarvis, and my many ex- 
periences since, and concluded that it must be 
high noon. I looked at my watch, and a chill 
crept down my spine. It was but a quarter past 
nine ! 

Five hours more ! 

Disheartened but not wholly cast down,] rum- 
maged over a lot of wrapping paper, borrowed a 
pencil, and made outline sketches of some pig- 
eons drying their feathers under the eaves of 
the stable roof; interviewed the boy feeding 
the pigs; listened enviously to their contented 
grunts; and at last, in sheer desperation, re- 
turned to the store and sat down. The hours 
were leaden. Would I never get away ? Soon 
I] began to have murderous intentions toward the 
porter. I remembered his exact expression when 
he promised the night before to wake me at 
eight o’clock. I could have sworn, on thinking 
it over, that he knew I was in the wrong car, 
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and had concealed the fact, tempted by the 
opulence expressed in my new London bag. I 
felt that it had all been a devilish scheme to 
rob me of a double quarter, and throw me out 
into the mud in this thaw-stricken town. 

In my broodings I began to take in the colo- 
nel, following his movements around the store, 
wondering whether he was not in the conspir- 
acy, and had set the clock back to insure my 
missing the train. 

A moment’s reflection convinced me of the 
absurdity of all my misgivings, and I resolved 
to rise to the occasion. Mark Tapley could have 
made a gala day of it. I would brace up and 
study the citizens. 

The colonel was waiting on a customer, — 
the only real one I had seen, —a mulatto girl 
with a jug. 

‘* Misser Jarvis, Miss ’Manthy sez dat thim- 
ble w’at you sent her las’ week wuz ur i’on 
thimble, an’ she want ursteel one. An’ she sez 
ef yer ain’t.got no steel one she want ur squart 
o’ molasses.’’ 

“Where ’s the thimble ? ”’ said the colonel. 

‘‘] drap it in de snow-bank out yer, — ’deed 
an’ double I did, —an’ I ’most froze lookin’ 
furit:? 

The colonel sighed. 
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While he was filling the jug, an old man in 
an overcoat made from a gray army blanket, 
and dragging by the muzzle a long Kentucky 
rifle, straggled in and asked for a box of percus- 
sion caps and half a pound of powder. Then 
resting his shooting-iron against the counter, 
and pushing his long, skinny, cramped hands 
through his coat-sleeves, he opened out his thin 
fingers before the stove and ventured the re- 
mark that it was ‘‘ right smart chilly.”’ 

«« Any game, uncle ? ’’ I inquired. 

‘‘Mostly turkeys, zur; but they’s gittin’ 
miz’ble sca’ce lately. ’Fo’ de wah ’t warn’t 
nuthin’ to git a passel of turkeys ’fore break- 
fas’. But you can’t git °em now. Dese yer 
scand’l’us-back ducks is mo’ plenty than they 
wuz; but ther ain’t no gret shucks on ’em nary 
way.’ 

The colonel handed the old man his ammu- 
nition, replaced a cracker box, threw his legs 
over the counter, and took the chair next me, 
his heels on the rail. 

‘‘ Here on business, Major ? ”’ 

‘No, pleasure,’’ I replied wearily. 

‘«Sorry the weather is so bad, zur ; Squan- 
tico is not looking its best. Had you been here 
some few years ago, it would have looked dif- 
’rent to you, zur.”’ 
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‘* You mean before the scheme started ? ’’ 

‘Scheme or swindle, either way, zur. Per- 
haps you know Mr. Isaac Hoyle? ”’ 

I expressed my ignorance. 

“Or have heard of the Squantico Land and 
Improvement Company ? ”’ 

I was equally at fault, except what I had 
learned through Mrs. Jarvis. 

‘‘ Then, zur, you are in no way connected 
with the gang of scoundrels who would rob us 
of our homes ? ”’ 

I assured him that he had hit it exactly. 

“* Allow me to shake you by the han’, zur, 
and offer you an apology. We took you for a 
lawyer, zur, from New York, come down about 
these fo’closure proceedin’s. Will you join 
me?’’ All the legs came down simultaneously 
with a bang, but my firmness prevailed, and 
they were slowly elevated once more. 

‘‘ What are you going to do about the mat- 
ter ?’’ I asked. 

““What can we do, zur? Weare bound hand 
and foot. We are prostrate, zur, prostrate.’’ 

‘“‘Do?”’ said I, a ray of hope lighting up my 
spirits. Perhaps, after all, there were mitigat- 
ing circumstances about this enforced detention 
of mine. ‘‘ Would you have built this house if 
Hoyle had not agreed to build his railroad ?”’ 
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“< Of co’se not,’’ said the colonel. 

“¢ Did he build ? ”’ 

“Not a foot.”’ 

“‘Did you ?” 

“Certainly.” 

“‘ Well, then, Colonel, sue Hoyle.”’ 

The colonel rose from his chair and fixed 
upon me his drier eye. The loungers straight- 
ened up and formed a circle. 

“* Are there any waterworks, granite school- 
houses, city halls, and other such metropolitan 
luxuries around ?’’ I continued. 

The colonel shook his head. 

‘Had these been erected, and had the pro- 
gramme as marked out in that bespattered cir- 
cular behind your door been carried out, would 
you be as poor as you are, or would you not 
now have a warehouse across the road to hold 
your surplus stock, and three wagons constantly 
backed up before your door to serve your cus- 
tomers? I tell you, sue Isaac Hoyle.”’ 

‘““Kurnal,’’ said Jarvis, —I did not correct 
the promotion, — ‘‘ would you have any objec- 
tion to elucidate yo’ views befo’ some of our 
leadin’ citizens ? They indicate a grasp of this 
subject, zur, which is giant-like, — yez, zur, 
giant - like! Jedge Drummond and Gen’ral 
Lownes are at this moment in the post-office, 
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—two ve’y remarkable men, zur, quite our 
fo’most citizens. Might I send for ’em? ” 

**T would be delighted to meet the gentle- 
men.’’ It might consume an hour. ‘‘ Send for 
them, my dear sir; nothing would give me 
greater pleasure.”’ 

““Here, Joe,’’ said the colonel, calling a ne- 
growho had lounged in from the road, and 
was now hovering on the outside of the circle ; 
““9’w’up to the post-office, and tell Jedge 
Drummond and Gen’ral Lownes to come yer 
quick.’’ The boy shuffled out, and Jarvis laid 
his hand on my shoulder. ‘‘It’s a pleasure, 
kurnal, a gen-u-ine pleasure, zur, to meet a 
man of yo’ calibre. Allow me to grasp yo’ han’, 
and ask you before the arrival of my friends 
to Bae 

There was a slight movement toward the 
green door with the paint worn off, but I 
checked it before the sentence was complete. 

““No! Well, zur, we will make it later. By 
the way, kurnal, before I forget it,’” — the colo- 
nel locked his arm through mine and led me 
aside, — ‘‘do not offer Mrs. Jarvis any com- 
pensation for yo’ breakfast. She comes of a 
very high family, zur, and has a very sensitive 
nature. Of course, if you insist, 1’? —and my 
trade dollar dropped without a sound into his 
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desolate pocket. ‘‘Here, boy! Did you fin’ 
the gentlemen? ”’ 

‘‘De gin’ral done gone duckin’, sah, ’fore 
daylight, but the jedge say he is comin’ right 
away scat.”’ 

The judge was on the boy’s heels. As he 
entered, his eye wandered restlessly toward 
the paint-worn door. He had evidently misun- 
derstood the message. I arose to greet him, the 
ring of listeners widening out to do justice to 
the impending ceremony. While the ‘colonel 
squared himself for the opening address, I took 
in the general outline of the judge. He was the 
exact opposite of my host, —a short, fat, shad- 
shaped man of some fifty years or more, whose 
later life had been spent in a ceaseless effort to 
keep his clothes up snug around the waist, his 
failures above being recorded in the wrinkles of 
his almost buttonless coat, and his successes 
below in the bagging of his trousers at the knee. 
He wore low shoes that did not match, and 
white cotton stockings a week old. A round, 
good-natured face, ornamented by a mustache 
dyed brown and a stump of a cigar, surmounted 
the whole. 

“¢ Jedge Drummond,’’ began the colonel, ‘I 
sent my servant for you, zur, to introduce you 
to my ve’y particular friend, Gen’ral Broom, 
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of the metropolis, zur, who is visiting the South, 
and who dropped in upon us this morning to 
breakfast. Gen’ral Broom, zur, is one of the 
most remark’ble men of the day, and, although 
a soldier like ourselves, has devoted himself 
since the wah to the practice of the law, and 
now stands at the zenith, the ve’y zenith, zur, 
of his p’ofession.”’ 

The judge expressed himself as overwhelmed, 
extended three fingers, and corrugated his vest 
pattern into wrinkles in the effort to squeeze 
himself between the arms of a chair. Jarvis 
then continued, — 

““Gen’ral Broom is deeply interested in the 
misfortunes which have overtaken Squantico, 
and has given expression to some ideas lookin’ 
to’ards our vested rights which are startlin’, 
zur. Gen’ral, will you kindly repeat yo’ views 
to the jedge ? ”’ 

I did so briefly. To my mind it was simply 
a matter of contract. A grasping land company 
had staked out a comparative wilderness, and 
as an inducement to innocent investors and set- 
tlers had made certain promises, which, under the 
circumstances, were binding agreements. These 
agreements covered the erection of certain impor- 
tant municipal buildings, public conveniences 
and improvements, together with a hotel, a dock, 
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and a railroad. Only a fraction, a very small frac- 
tion, of these had been carried out. I would re- 
mind them, furthermore, that these agreements 
were distributed broadcast, and if not in writing, 
were in print, which in this case was the same 
thing. Relying on these documents, certain 
capitalists, like my friend Colonel Jarvis, had 
invested a very large portion of their surplus 
in erecting structures suitable only for a city of 
considerable commercial importance. The result 
was a matter of history. Squantico had yielded 
to a pressure greater than she could bear. 

Judge Drummond closed both eyes as if in 
deep thought, shifted his cigar, and remarked 
that the argument ‘‘ was a sledge-hammer.”’ 
He was delighted at the opportunity of knowing 
a man with so colossal a grasp. 

The store began filling up, — the hurried exit 
of the boy and the instantaneous return of the 
judge having had its effect on the several citi- 
zens who had witnessed the occurrence. With 
each new arrival I was obliged to make a fresh 
statement, the colonel enlarging upon my abili- 
ties and rank until I began to shudder lest he 
should land me either in the White House or 
upon the supreme Bench. 

I was beginning afresh on the last arrival — 
a weazen-faced old fellow with one tooth — 
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when a fog-choked whistle sounded down the 
river, and every man except Jarvis and the 
judge filed out, crossed the road, and waited 
on the end of the unfinished dock until a wheezy 
side-wheel boat landed a negro woman and a 
yellow-painted trunk. This absorbing ceremony, 
paralyzing the industries of Squantico, I learned 
occurred every day. As soon as the excitement 
calmed down and order had been restored, Jar- 
vis executed a peculiar sign with his left eye ; 
three citizens, including the judge, understood 
it, followed him into a corner, consulted for a 
moment, and returned, the colonel leading. 

‘* Major-Gen’ral Broom,”’ said he, placing his 
hand on his heart, ‘‘ yo’ masterly anal’sis of 
our rights in this fo’closure matter convinces us 
that, if we are to be protected at all, we must 
place ourselves in yo’ han’s. We know that yo’ 
duties are overwhelmin’ and yo’ time precious ; 
but if you would consent to accept a retainer, 
and appear for these cases at the spring meeting 
of the county co’te in April, we shall consider 
them settled. What amount would you fix ?”’ 

The idea appalled me, but I was in for it. 
“« Gentlemen,’’ I said, ‘‘ your confidence, 
stranger as I am to most of you, is embarrassing. 
As my main purpose would be to wrest from 
this grasping monopoly property which, if not 
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yours, should be, I should be willing to accept 
only a small portion of the amount I might re- 
cover as my fee’’—at this point Jarvis had great 
difficulty in restraining the outburst— ‘‘together 
—together, gentlemen, with a trifling cash pay- 
ment ’’ — the noise moderated — ‘‘ which could 
be placed in the hands of Colonel Jarvis, to be 
used for preliminary expenses.’’ 

A dead silence ensued. My selection for stake- 
holder had evidently cast a chill over the room. 
This hardened into a frigid disapproval when the 
judge, voicing the assemblage, remarked that 
the ‘‘ colonel would take good care of all the 
cash he would get.’’ Wad not Mrs. Jarvis an- 
nounced dinner, the situation would have be- 
come oppressive. The colonel punctured the 
stillness by instantly subscribing for his propor- 
tion, and asked the judge what amount he 
would contribute. That legal luminary rose 
slowly, picked up a crumb of cheese that had 
escaped the fly screen, and remarking that he 
would look over the list of his real estate and 
see, left the room. An audible smile permeated 
the crowd when the door closed behind him, the 
old sportsman’s share widening into a grin, with 
an aside all to himself : — 

‘‘Real ’state ? Golly! Reckon he kearries 
mos’ of it on his shoes.’’ 
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‘« My dear,”’ said the colonel, as we followed 
his wife into the dining-room, ‘‘ you of co’se 
understan’ that to-day my old friend the gen’ral 
is our guest.”’ 

That gentle lady, who had borne the heat and 
burden of my entertainment alone, only replied 
with her eyes. Dinner over, I dropped another 
coin of the realm into the colonel’s pocket to 
alleviate the loneliness of my contribution of 
the morning, and lifted my hat to the sad little 
woman, who watched us wistfully through the 
half-opened door, her apron over her head. Poor 
uncomplaining soul, I can still see her sad face. 
Later I took up my line of march to the station 
with just ten minutes to spare, the colonel car- 
rying my bag, and about all the male popula- 
tion of Squantico serving as escort except the 
judge. He excused himself on the ground that 
he had ‘“‘ left his rubbers in his office.”’ 

When I go South now, I pass Squantico in 
the night. 
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FOUND the major standing in front of 
| Delmonico’s, interviewing a large, bare- 
headed personage in brown cloth spotted with 
brass buttons. The major was in search of his 
very particular friend, Mr. John Hardy of Madi- 
son Square, and the personage in brown and 
brass was rather languidly indicating, by a limp 
and indecisive forefinger, a route through a sec- 
tion of the city which, correctly followed, would 
have landed the major in the East River. 

I knew him by the peculiar slant of his slouch 
hat, the rosy glow of his face, and the way in 
which his trousers clung to the curves of his 
well-developed legs, and ended in a sprawl that 
half covered his shoes. I recognized, too, a car- 
pet bag, a ninety-nine-cent affair, an ‘‘ occa- 
sion,’’ with galvanized iron clasps and paper- 
leather sides, — the kind opened with your 
thumb. 

The major — or, to be more definite, Major 
Tom Slocomb of Pocomoke-——was from one of 
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the lower counties of the Chesapeake. He was 
supposed to own, as a gift from his dead wife, 
all that remained unmortgaged of a vast colo- 
nial estate on Crab Island in the bay, consisting 
of several thousand acres of land and water, — 
mostly water,—a manor house, once painted 
white, and a number of outbuildings in various 
stages of dilapidation and decay. 

In his early penniless life he had migrated 
from his more northern native State, settled in 
the county, and, shortly after his arrival, had 
married the relict of the late lamented Major 
John Talbot of Pocomoke. This had greatly 
surprised many eminent Pocomokians, who 
boasted of the purity and antiquity of the Tal- 
bot blood, and who could not look on in si- 
lence, and see it degraded and diluted by an 
alliance with a ‘‘ harf strainer or worse.’’ As 
one possible Talbot heir put it, ‘‘a picayune, 
lowdown corncracker, suh, without blood or 
breedin’.’’ 

The objections were well taken. So far as 
the ancestry of the Slocomb family was con- 
cerned, it was a trifle indefinite. It really could 
not be traced back farther than the day of the 
major’s arrival at Pocomoke, notwithstanding 
the major’s several claims that his ancestors 
came over in the Mayflower, that his grandfa- 
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ther fought with General Washington, and that 
his own early life had been spent on the James 
River. These statements, to thoughtful Poco- 
mokians, seemed so conflicting and improbable, 
that his neighbors and acquaintances ascribed 
them either to that total disregard for salient 
facts which characterized the major’s speech, 
or to the vagaries of that rich and vivid imagi- 
nation which had made his conquest of the 
widow so easy and complete. 

Gradually, however, through the influence 
of his wife, and because of his own unruffled 
good-humor, the antipathy had worn away. 
As years sped on, no one, except the proudest 
and loftiest Pocomokian, would have cared to 
trace the Slocomb blood farther back than its 
graft upon the Talbot tree. Neither would the 
major. In fact, the brief honeymoonof five years 
left so profound an impression upon his after 
life, that, to use his own words, his birth and 
marriage had occurred at the identical moment, 
—he had never lived until then. 

There was no question in the minds of his 
neighbors as to whether the major maintained 
his new social position on Crab Island with 
more than ordinary liberality. Like all new, 
vigorous grafts on an old stock, he not only 
blossomed out with extraordinary richness, but 
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sucked the sap of the primeval family tree quite 
dry in the process. In fact, it was universally 
admitted that could the constant drain of his 
hospitality have been brought clearly to the at- 
tention of the original proprietor of the estate, 
its draft-power would have raised that distin- 
guished military gentleman out of his grave. 
“* My dear friends,’’ Major Slocomb would say, 
when, after his wife’s death, some new extrav- 
agance was commented upon, ‘‘I felt I owed 
the additional slight expenditure to the memory 
of that queen among women, suh — Major Tal- 
bot’s widow.”’ 

He had espoused, too, with all the ardor of 
the new settler, the several articles of political 
faith of his neighbors, — loyalty to the State, 
belief in the justice and humanity of slavery 
and the omnipotent rights of man, — white, of 
course, — and he had, strange to say, fallen 
into the peculiar pronunciation of his Southern 
friends, dropping his final g’s and slurring his 
r’s, thus acquiring that soft cadence of speech 
which makes their dialect so delicious. 

As to his title of ‘‘ Major,’’ no one in or out 
of the county could tell where it originated. 
He had belonged to no company of militia, 
neither had he won his laurels on either side 
during the war; nor yet had the shifting poli- 
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tics of his State ever honored him with a staff 
appointment of like grade. When pressed, he 
would tell you confidentially that he had really 
inherited the title from his wife, whose first 
husband, as was well known, had earned and 
borne that military distinction ; adding tenderly, 
that she had been so long accustomed to the 
honor that he had continued it after her death 
simply out of respect to her memory. 

But the major was still interviewing Delmo- 
nico’s flunky, oblivious of everything but the 
purpose in view, when I touched his shoulder, 
and extended my hand. 

‘‘God blessme! Not you? Well, by gravy! 
Here, now, Colonel, you can tell me where 
Jack Hardy lives. I’ve been for half an hour 
walkin’ round this garden lookin’ for him. I 
lost the letter with the number in it, so I came 
over here to Delmonico’s ; Jack dines here of- 
ten, I know, ’cause he told me so. I was at his 
quarters once myself, but ’t was in the night. 
I am completely bamboozled. Left home yes- 
terday ; brought up a couple of thoroughbred 
dogs that the owner would n’t trust with any- 
body but me, and then, too, I wanted to see 
Jack.”’ 

I am not a colonel, of course, but promotions 
are easy with the major. 
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“* Certainly ; Jack lives right opposite. Give 
me your bag.”’ 

He refused, and rattled on, upbraiding me for 
not coming down to Crab Island last spring with 
the ‘‘ boys ”’ when the ducks were flying, punc- 
tuating his remarks here and there with his 
delight at seeing me looking so well, his joy at 
being near enough to Jack to shake the dear 
fellow by the hand, and the inexpressible ec- 
stasy of being once more in New York, the cen- 
tre of fashion and wealth, ‘‘ with mo’ comfo’t 
to the square inch than any other spot on this 
terrestrial ball.’’ 

The ‘‘ boys ’’ referred to were members of a 
certain ‘‘ Ducking Club ”’ situated within rifle- 
shot of the major’s house on the island, of which 
club Jack Hardy was president. They all de- 
lighted in the major’s society, really loving him 
for many qualities known only to his intimates. 

Hardy, I knew, was not athome. This, how- 
ever, never prevented his colored servant, Jeffer- 
son, from being always ready at a moment’s 
notice to welcome the unexpected friend. In 
another instant I had rung Hardy’s bell, — third 
on right, —and Jefferson, in faultless evening 
attire, was carrying the major’s ‘‘ carpet bag’”’ 
to the suite of apartments on the third floor 
front. 
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Jefferson needs a word of comment. Although 
born and bred a slave, he was the product of a 
newer and higher civilization. There was hardly 
a trace of the old South left in him, — hardly a 
mark of the pit of slavery from which he had 
been digged. His speech was as faultless as his 
dress. He was clean, close-shaven, immaculate, 
well-groomed, silent, — reminding me always 
of a mahogany-colored Greek professor, even 
to his eye-glasses. He kept his rooms in ad- 
mirable order, and his household accounts with 
absolute accuracy,—never spilled a drop of 
claret, mixed a warm cocktail, or served a cold 
plate in his life; was devoted to Hardy, and 
so punctiliously polite to his master’s friends 
and guests, that it was a pleasure to have him 
serve you. 

Strange to say, this punctilious politeness 
had never extended to the major, and since an 
occurrence connected with this very bag, — to 
be related shortly, — it had ceased altogether. 
Whether it was that Jefferson had always seen 
through the peculiar varnish that made bright 
the major’s veneer, or whether in an unguarded 
moment, on a previous visit, the major gave 
way to some such outburst as he would have 
inflicted upon the domestics of his own estab- 
lishment, forgetting for the time the superior 
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position to which Jefferson’s breeding and edu- 
cation entitled him, I cannot say; but certain it 
is that while to all outward appearances Jeffer- 
son served the major with every indication of 
attention and humility, I could see under it all 
a quiet reserve which marked the line of un- 
qualified disapproval. This was evident even in 
the way he carried the major’s bag, — holding 
it out by the straps, notas became the handling 
of a receptacle containing a gentleman’s ward- 
robe, but by the neck, so to speak, —as a dog 
to be dropped in the gutter. 

It was this bag, or rather its contents, or to 
be more exact its lack of contents, that dulled 
the fine edge of Jefferson’s politeness. He un- 
packed it, of course, with the same perfunctory 
care that he would have bestowed on the con- 
tents of a Bond Street Gladstone, indulging in 
a prolonged chuckle when he found no trace of 
a most important part of a gentleman’s ward- 
robe, — none of any pattern. It was, therefore, 
with a certain grim humor that, when he showed 
the major to his room the night of his arrival, 
he had led gradually up to a question which 
the unpacking a few hours before had rendered 
inevitable. 

‘«Mr. Hardy’s orders are that I should inform 
every gentleman when he retires that there’s 
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plenty of whiskey and cigars on the sideboard, 
and that’’ — here Jefferson glanced at the bag 
— ‘and that if any gentleman came unprepared 
there was a night-shirt and a pair of pajams in 
the closet.”’ 

To which the major replied, — 

‘‘T never wore one of ’em in my life, Jef- 
ferson ; but you can put the whiskey and the 
cigars on the chair by my bed, in case I wake 
in the night.’’ 

When Jefferson, in answer to my inquiries as 
to how the major had passed the night, related 
this incident to me the following morning, I 
could detect, under all his deference and re- 
spect toward his master’s guest, a certain man- 
ner and air plainly implying that, so far as the 
major and himself were concerned, every other 
but the most diplomatic of relations had been 
suspended. 

The major, by this time, was in full posses- 
sion of my friend’s home. The only change in 
his dress was in the appearance of his shoes, 
polished by Jefferson to a point verging on pa- 
tent leather, and the adoption of a black alpaca 
coat, which, although it wrinkled at the seams 
with a certain home-made air, still fitted his fat 
shoulders very well. To this were added a fresh 
shirt and collar, a white tie, nankeen vest, and 
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the same tight-fitting, splay-footed trousers, en- 
riched by a crease of Jefferson’s own making. 

As he lay sprawled out on Hardy’s divan, 
with his round, rosy, clean-shaven face, good- 
humored mouth, and white teeth, the whole 
enlivened by a pair of twinkling eyes, I forgot 
for the moment that he was not really the sole 
owner of the establishment. Further intercourse 
thoroughly convinced me of a similar lapse of 
memory on the major’s part. 

‘‘My dear Colonel, let me welcome you to 
my New York home!’’ he exclaimed, without 
rising from the divan. ‘‘ Draw upachair; have 
a mouthful of mocha? Jefferson makes it de- 
licious. Or shall I call him to broil another 
po’ter-house steak ? No? Then let me ring for 
some cigars,’’ and he touched the bell. 

To lie on a divan, reach out one arm, and, 
with the expenditure of less energy than would 
open a match-box, to press a button summoning 
an attendant with all the unlimited comforts of 
life, —juleps, cigars, coffee, cocktails, morning 
papers, fans, matches out of arm’s reach, every- 
thing that soul could covet and heart long for ; 
to see all these several commodities and luxu- 
ries develop, take shape, and materialize, while 
he lay flat on his back, — this to the major was 
civilization. 
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“‘But, Colonel, befo’ you sit down, fling yo’ 
eye over that garden in the square. Nature in 
her springtime, suh !”’ 

I agreed with the major, and was about to 
take in the view over the tree-tops, when he 
tucked another cushion under his head, elon- 
gated his left leg until it reached the window- 
sill, thus completely monopolizing it, and con- 
tinued without drawing a breath : — 

«‘And I am so comfo’table here! I had a po’- 
ter-house steak this mornin’ — you ’re sure you 
won’t have one ?’’ I shook my head. ‘‘ A po’- 
ter-house steak, suh, that ’Il haunt my memory 
for days. We, of co’se, have at home every 
variety of fish, plenty of soft-shell crabs, and 
*casionally a canvasback, when Hardy or some 
of my friends are lucky enough to hit one, but 
no meat that is wo’th the cookin’. By the bye, 
. I’ve come to take Jack home with me; the 
early strawberries are in their prime, now. You 
will join us, of course ?’’ 

Before I could reply, Jefferson entered the 
room, laid a tray of cigars and cigarettes with a 
small silver alcohol lamp at my elbow, and, with 
a certain inquiring and, I thought, slightly sur- 
prised glance at the major’s sprawling attitude, 
noiselessly withdrew. The major must have 
caught the expression on Jefferson’s face, for 
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he dropped his telescope leg and straightened 
up his back, with the sudden awkward move- 
ment of a similarly placed lounger surprised by 
a lady in a hotel parlor. The episode seemed to 
knock the enthusiasm out of him for the mo- 
ment, for he exclaimed in rather a subdued 
tone, — 

‘‘ Rather remarkable nigger, this servant of 
Jack’s. I s’pose it is the influence of yo’ New 
York ways, but I am not accustomed to this 
kind.”’ 

I began to defend Jefferson, but he raised 
both hands in protest. 

‘« Yes, I know — education and thirty dollars 
a month. All very fine, but give me the old 
house-servants of the South—the old Anthonys, 
and Keziahs, and Rachels. They never went 
about rigged up like a stick of black sealing-wax 
in a suit of black co’t-plaster. They were easy- 
goin’ and comfortable. Yo’ interest was their 
interest ; they bore yo’ name, looked after yo’ 
children, and could look after yo’ house, too. 
Now see this nigger of Jack’s; he’s better 
dressed than I am, tips round as solemn on his 
toes as a marsh crane, and yet I ’ll bet a dollar 
he’s as slick and cold-hearted as a high-water 
clam. That ’s what education has done for him. 

“You never knew Anthony, my old butler ? 
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Well, I want to tell you, he was a servant as 
was a servant. During Mrs. Slocomb’s life ’’ — 
here the major assumed a reminiscent air, pinch- 
ing his fat chin with his thumb and forefinger ; 
he was still sprawled over the divan — ‘‘ we 
had, of co’se, a lot of niggers; but this man 
Anthony! By gravy! when he filled yo’ glass 
with some of the old madeira that had rusted 
away in my cellar for half a century,’’ — here 
the major now slipped his thumb into the arm- 
hole of his vest, — ‘‘ it tasted like the nectar of 
the gods, just from the way Anthony poured it 
out. 
“But you ought to have seen him move 
round (the table when dinner was over! He’d 
draw himself up like a drum-major, and throw 
back the mahogany doors for the ladies to retire, 
with an air that was captivatin’.’’ The major 
now rose to his feet ; his reminiscent mood was 
one of his best. ‘‘That’s been a good many 
years ago, Colonel, but I can see him now just 
as plain as if he stood before me, with his white 
cotton gloves, white vest, and green coat with 
brass buttons, standin’ behind Mrs. Slocomb’s 
chair. I can see the old sidebo’d, suh, covered 
with George III. silver, heirlooms of a century,”’ 
— this with a trance-like movement of his hand 
across his eyes. ‘‘I can see the great Italian 
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marble mantels suppo’ted on lions’ heads, the 
inlaid floor and wainscotin’.’? Here the major 
sank upon the divan again, shutting both eyes 
reverently, as if these memories of the past 
were a sort of religion with him. 

“« And the way those niggers loved us! And 
the many holes they helped us out of! Sit down 
there, and let me tell you what Anthony did for 
me once.’’ I obeyed cheerfully. ‘‘ Some years 
ago I received a telegram from a very intimate 
friend of mine, a distinguished Baltimorean, — 
the Nestor of the Maryland bar, suh, — informin’ 
me that he was on his way South, and that he 
would make my house his home on the followin’ 
night.’’? The major’s eyes were still shut. He 
had passed out of his reverential mood, but the 
effort to be absolutely exact demanded concen- 
tration. 

“I immediately called up Anthony, and told 
him that Judge Spofford of the Supreme Co’t of 
Maryland would arrive the next day, and that 
I wanted the best dinner that could be served 
in the county, and the best bottle of wine in my 
cellar.’? The facts having been correctly stated, 
the major assumed his normal facial expression 
and opened his eyes. 

‘What I’m tellin’ you occurred after the 
war, remember, when putty near everybody 
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down our way was busted. Most of our niggers 
had run away, —all ’cept our old house ser- 
vants, who never forgot our family pride and our 
noble struggle to keep up appearances. Well, 
suh, when Spofford arrived Anthony carried his 
bag to his room, and when dinner was an- 
nounced, if it was my own table, I must say 
that it cert’ly did fa’rly groan with the delica- 
cies of the season. After the crabs had been 
taken off,—we were alone, Mrs. Slocomb 
- havin’ gone to Baltimo’, —I said to the judge, 
‘Yo’ Honor, I am now about to delight yo’ 
palate with the very best bottle of old madeira 
that ever passed yo’ lips, —a wine that will 
warm yo’ heart, and unbutton the top button 
of yo’ vest. It is part of a special importation 
presented to Mrs. Slocomb’s father by the cap- 
tain of one of his ships. — Anthony, go down 
into the wine-cellar, the inner cellar, Anthony, 
and bring mea bottle of that old madeira of ’37 
—stop, Anthony ; make it ’39. I think, judge, 
it is a little dryer.’ Well, Anthony bowed and 
left the room, and in a few moments he came 
back, set a lighted candle on the mantel, and, 
leanin’ over my chair, said in a loud whisper, 
‘De cellar am locked, suh, and I’m ’feard Mis’ 
Slocomb done tuk de key.’ 

“** Well, s’pose she has,’ I said; ‘put yo’ 
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knee against it, and fo’ce the do’.’ I knew my 
man, suh. Anthony never moved a muscle. 

‘*Here the judge called out, ‘Why, Major, 
I could n’t think of ’— 

‘* “Now, yo’ Honor,’ said I, ‘ please don’t say 
a word. This is my affair. The lock is not of 
the slightest consequence.’ 

“‘In a few minutes back comes Anthony; 
solemn as an owl, whitewash all up his back. 
‘Major,’ said he, ‘I done did all I c’u’d, an’ 
dere ain’t no way ’cept breakin’ down de do’. 
Las’ time I done dat, Mis’ Slocomb neber forgib 
me fer a week.’ 

‘<The judge jumped up. ‘Major, I won’t 
have you breakin’ yo’ locks and annoyin’ Mrs. 
Slocomb.’ 

‘«« Yo’ Honor,’ I said, ‘ please take yo’ seat. 
1’m d——d if you shan’t taste that wine, if I 
have to blow out the cellar walls.’ 

“«<“T tell you, major,’ replied the judge in a 
very emphatic tone and with some slight an- 
ger, | thought, ‘I ought not to drink yo’ high- 
flavored madeira; my doctor told me only last 
week I must stop that kind of thing. If yo’ ser- 
vant will go upstairs and get a bottle of whis- 
key out of my bag, it’s just what I ought to 
drink.’ 

‘¢ Now I want to tell you, Colonel,’’ — here 
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‘the major closed one eye, and laid his fore- 
finger against his nose, — ‘‘ that at that time I 
had n’t had a bottle of any kind of wine in my 
cellar for five years. 

“©¢ Of co’se, yo’ Honor,’ I said, ‘ when you 
put it on a matter of yo’ health I am helpless ; 
that paralyzes my hospitality; I have not a 
word to say. Anthony, go upstairs and get 
the bottle,’ and we drank the judge’s whiskey ! 
Now see the devotion and loyalty of that old 
negro servant, see his shrewdness! Do you 
think this marsh-crane of Jack’s’’ — 

Here Jefferson threw open the door, usher- 
ing in half a dozen gentlemen, and among them 
the rightful host, just returned after a week’s 
absence, — cutting off the major’s outburst, and 
producing another equally explosive, — 

“Why, Jack !”’ 

Before the two men grasp hands I must, in 
all justice to the major, say that he not only 
had a sincere admiration for Jack’s surround- 
ings, but also for Jack himself, and that while 
he had not the slightest compunction in sharing 
or, for that matter, monopolizing his hospitality, 
he would have been equally generous in return 
had it been possible for him to revive the old 
days, and to afford a ménage equally lavish. 

It is needless for.me to make a like statement 
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for Jack. One half the major’s age, trained to 
practical business life from boyhood, frank, 
spontaneous, every inch a man, kindly natured 
and, for one so young, a deep student, of men 
as well as of books, it was not to be wondered 
at that not only the major but that every one 
else who knew him loved him. The major 
really interested him enormously. He repre- 
sented a type which was new to him, and which 
it delighted him to study. The major’s hearti- 
ness, his magnificent disregard for meum and 
tuum, his unique and picturesque mendacity, 
his grandiloquent manners at times, studied, as 
he knew, from some example of the old régime, 
whom he either consciously or unconsciously 
imitated, his peculiar devotion to the memory 
of his late wife, — all appealed to Jack’s sense 
of humor, and to his enjoyment of anything 
out of the common. Under all this he saw, too, 
away down in the major’s heart, beneath these 
several layers, a substratum of true kindness 
and tenderness. 

This kindness, I know, pleased Jack best of 
all. 

So when the major sprang up in delight, call- 
ing out, ‘‘Why, Jack!’’ it was with very 
genuine, although quite opposite, individual 
sympathies, that the two men shook hands. It 
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was beautiful, too, to see the major welcome 
Jack to his own apartments, dragging up the 
most comfortable chair in the room, forcing him 
into it, and tucking a cushion under his head, 
or ringing up Jefferson every few moments for 
some new luxury. These he would catch away 
from that perfectly trained servant’s tray, serv- 
ing them himself, rattling on all the time as to 
how sorry he was that he did not know the ex- 
act hour at which Jack would arrive, that he 
might have had breakfast on the table — how 
hot had it been on the road — how well he was 
looking, etc. 

It was specially interesting, besides, after the © 
proper introductions had been made, to note the 
way in which Jack’s friends, inoculated with 
the contagion of the major’s mood, and carried 
away by his breezy, buoyant enthusiasm, en- 
couraged the major to flow on, interjecting little 
asides about his horses and farm stock, agree- 
ing to a man that the two-year-old colt —a pure 
creation on the moment of the major — would 
certainly beat the record and make the major’s 
fortune, and inquiring with great solicitude 
whether the major felt quite sure that the ad- 
dition to the stables which he contemplated 
would be large enough to accommodate his stud, 
with other similar inquiries which, while indefi- 
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nite and tentative, were, so to speak, but flies 
thrown out on the stream of talk, — the major 
rising continuously, seizing the bait, and rush- 
ing headlong over sunken rocks and through 
tangled weeds of the improbable in a way that 
would have done credit to a Munchausen of older 
date. As for Jack, he let him run on. One 
plank in the platform of his hospitality was to 
give every guest a free rein. 

Before the men separated for the day, the 
major had invited each individual person to 
make Crab Island his home for the balance of 
his life, regretting that no woman now graced 
his table since Mrs. Slocomb’s death, — ‘‘ Ma- 
jor Talbot’s widow, Major John Talbot of Poco- 
moke, suh;’’ this impressively and with sud- 
den gravity of tone, — placing his stables, his 
cellar, and his servants at their disposal, and 
arranging for everybody to meet everybody else 
the following day in Baltimore, the major start- 
ing that night, and Jack and his friends the 
next day. The whole party would then take 
passage on board one of the Chesapeake Bay 
boats, arriving off Crab Island at daylight the 
succeeding morning. 

This was said with a spring and joyousness 
of manner, and a certain quickness of move- 
ment, that would surprise those unfamiliar with 
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some of the peculiarities of Widow Talbot’s 
second husband. For with that true spirit of 
vagabondage which saturated him, next to the 
exquisite luxury of lying sprawled on a lounge 
with a noiseless servant attached to the other 
end of an electric wire, nothing delighted the 
major so much as an outing, and no member of 
any such junketing party was more popular 
every hour of the journey. He could be host, 
servant, cook, chambermaid, errand-boy, and 
grand seigneur again in the same hour, adapting 
himself to every emergency that arose. His 
good-humor was perennial, unceasing, one con- 
stant flow, and never checked. He took care of 
the dogs, unpacked the bags, laid out every- 
body’s linen, saw that the sheets were dry, re- 
ceived all callers so that the boys might sleep in 
the afternoon, — in fact, did all the disagreeable 
and uncomfortable things himself, and let every- 
body else have all the fun ; and this, too, uncon- 
sciously, graciously, and simply because he 
could not help it. When the outing ended, they 
parted from him with all the regret that they 
would from some chum of their college days. 
As for the major, he never wanted it to end. 
There was no office, nor law case, nor sick pa- 
tient, nor ugly partner, nor complication of any 
kind, commercial, social, or professional, which 
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could affect him. For him life was one pro- 
longed drift; so long as the last man remained 
he could stay. When they left, if there was 
enough in the larder to last over, he always 
made another day of it. 


I] 


The major was standing on the steamboat 
wharf in Baltimore, nervously consulting his 
watch, when Jack and I stepped from.a cab 
next day. 

“Well, by gravy! is this all? Where are 
the other gentlemen ? ”’ 

‘«They ’Il be down in the morning, major,’’ 
said Jack. ‘‘ Where shall we send this bag- 
gage ?”’ 

“Here, just give it to me! Po’ter, po’ter!”’ 
in a stentorian voice. ‘‘ Take these bags and 
guns, and put ’em on the upper deck alongside 
of my luggage. Now, gentlemen, just a sip of 
somethin’ befo’ they haul the gang-plank, — 
we ’ve six minutes yet.’’ 

The bar was across the street. On the way 
over, the major confided to Jack full information 
regarding the staterooms, remarking that he had 
selected the ‘‘fo’ best on the upper deck,’’ and 
adding that he would have paid for them him- 
self only a friend had disappointed him. 
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It was evident that the barkeeper knew the 
major’s peculiarities, for a tall, black bottle 
with a wabbly cork, consisting of a porcelain 
marble confined in a miniature bird-cage, was 
passed to the major before he had opened his 
mouth. When he did open it—the mouth — 
there was no audible protest as regards the se- 
lection. When he closed it again the flow line 
of the bottle had fallen some three fingers. It 
is, however, fair to the major to say that only 
one third of this amount was tucked away un- 
der his own waistcoat. 

The trip down the bay was particularly en- 
joyable, brightened outside on the water by the 
most brilliant of sunsets, —a glory of purple 
and gold, — and made gay and delightful inside 
the after cabin by the charm of the major’s talk, 
— the whole passenger-list becoming entranced 
as he skipped from politics and the fine arts to 
literature, tarrying a moment in his flight to dis- 
cuss a yellow-backed book that had just been 
published, and coming to a full stop with the 
remark, — 

“And you have n’t read that book, Jack, — 
that scurrilous attack on the industries of the 
South ? My dear fellow! I’m astounded that a 
man of yo’ gifts should not— Here —just do 
me the favor to look through my baggage on the 
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upper deck, and bring me a couple of books 
lyin’ on top of my dressin’-case.’’ 

‘© Which trunk, major ?’’ asked Jack, a slight 
smile playing around his mouth. 

“‘Why, my sole-leather trunk, of co’se ; or 
perhaps that English hat-box — no, stop, Jack, 
come to think, it is in the small valise. Here, 
take my keys,”’ said the major, straightening his 
back, squeezing his fat hand into the pocket of 
his skin-tight trousers, and fishing up with his 
forefinger a small bunch of keys. ‘‘ Right on 
top, Jack ; you can’t miss it.’’ 

‘*Isn’t he just too lovely for anything ?’’ 
said Jack to me, when we reached the upper 
deck, —I had followed him out. ‘‘ He ’s wear- 
ing now the only decent suit of clothes he owns, 
and the rest of his wardrobe you could stuff 
into a bandbox. English sole-leather trunk ! 
Here, put your thumb on that catch,’’ and he 
drew out the major’s bag, — the one, of course, 
that Jefferson unpacked, with the galvanized- 
iron clasps and paper-leather sides. 

To my surprise the bag seemed more rotund, 
and heavier, and more important-looking than 
when I handled it that afternoon in front of 
Delmonico’s, presenting a well-fed, even a 
bloated, appearance. The clasps, too, appeared 
to have all they could do to keep its mouth 
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shut, while the hinges bulged in an ominous 
way. 

I started one clasp, in obedience to Jack’s re- 
quest; the other gave way with a burst, and 
the next instant, to my horror, the major’s 
wardrobe littered the deck. First the books, 
then a package of tobacco, then the one shirt, 
porcelain-finished collars, and the other neces- 
saries, including a pair of slippers and a comb. 
Next, three bundles loosely wrapped, one con- 
taining two wax dolls, the others some small 
toys and a cheap Noah’s ark, and last of all, 
wrapped up in coarse, yellow butcher’s paper, 
stained and moist, a freshly cut porter-house 
steak. 

Jack roared with laughter as he replaced the 
contents. ‘‘ Yes; toys for the little children — 
he never goes back without something for them 
if it takes his last dollar; tobacco for his old 
cook, Rachel ; not a thing for himself, you see 
—and this steak! Who do you suppose he 
bought that for ?”’ 

‘Did you find it ?”’ called out the major, as 
we reéntered the cabin. 

“‘Yes ; but it was n’t in the English trunk,”’ 
said Jack, handing back the keys, grave as a 
judge, not a smile on his face. 

“Of co’se not; didn’t I tell you it was in 
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the small bag ? Now, gentlemen, listen! ’’ 
turning the leaves. ‘‘ Here is a man who has 
the impertinence to say that our industries are 
paralyzed. It is not our industries ; it is our 
people. Robbed of their patrimony, their fields 
laid waste, their estates confiscated by a system 
of foreclosure lackin’ every vestige of decency 
and co’tesy, — Shylocks wantin’ their pound of 
flesh on the very hour and day, — why should 
n’t they be paralyzed ?’’ He laughed heartily. 
‘« Jack, you know Colonel Dorsey Kent, don’t 
you ?”’ 

Jack did not, but the owners of several names 
on the passenger list did, and hitched their 
camp-stools closer. 

‘‘ Well, Kent was the only man I ever knew 
who ever held out against the damnable oli- 
garchy.”’ 

Here an old fellow in a butternut suit, with 
a half-moon of white whiskers tied under his 
chin, leaned forward in rapt attention. 

The major braced himself, and continued, 
‘Kent, gentlemen, as many of you know, 
lived with his maiden sister over on Tinker 
Neck, on the same piece of ground where he 
was bo’n. She had a life interest in the house 
and property, and it was so nominated in the 
bond. Well, when it got down to hog and 
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hominy, and very little of that, she told Kent 
she was goin’ to let the place to a strawberry 
planter from Philadelphia, and go to Baltimo’ 
to teach school. She was sorry to break up the 
homie, but there was nothing else to do. Well, 
it hurt Kent to think she had to leave home and 
work for her living, for he was a very tender- 
hearted man. 

‘** You don’t say so, Jane,’ said he, ‘and 
you raised here! Isn’t that very sudden ?’ 
She told him it was, and asked him what he 
was going to do for a home when the place was 
rented. 

‘««Me, Jane ? I shan’t do anythin’. I shall 
stay here. If your money affairs are so badly 
mixed up that you’re obliged to leave yo’ 
home, I am very deeply grieved, but I am 
powerless to help. I am not responsible for the 
way this war ended. I was born here, and here 
Iam going to stay.” And he did. Nothing 
could move him. She finally had to rent him 
with the house, —he to have three meals a 
day, and a room over the kitchen. 

“‘For two years after that Kent was so dis- 
gusted with life, and the turn of events, that 
he used to lie out on a rawhide, under a big 
sycamore tree in front of the po’ch, and get a 
farm nigger to pull him round into the shade 
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by the tail of the hide, till the grass was worn 
as bare as yo’ hand. Then he got a bias-cut 
rockin’-chair, and rocked himself round. 

‘« The strawberry man said, of co’se, that he 
was too lazy to live. But I look deeper than 
that. To me, gentlemen, it was a crushin’, 
silent protest against the money power of our 
times. And it never broke his spirit, neither. 
Why, when the census man came down a 
year befo’ the colonel’s death, he found him 
sittin’ in his rockin’-chair, bareheaded. With- 
out havin’ the decency to take off his own hat, 
or even ask Kent’s permission to speak to him, 
the census man began askin’ questions, — all 
kinds, as those damnable fellows do. Colonel 
Kent let him ramble on for a while, then he 
brought him up standin’. 

««*« Who did you say you were, suh ?’ 

‘‘* The United States census-taker.’ 

“‘* Ah, a message from the enemy. Take a 
seat on the grass.’ 

“It’s only a matter of form,’ said the man. 

“© «So I presume, and very bad form, suh,’ 
looking at the hat stillon the man’s head. ‘But 
go on.’ 

‘« «Well, what ’s yo’ business?’ asked the 
agent, taking out his book and pencil. 

‘©*¢My business, suh?’ said the colonel, 
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risin’ from his chair, mad clear through, ‘I’ve 
no business, suh. I am a prisoner of war wait- 
in’ to be exchanged!’ and he stomped into the 
house.”’ 

Here the major burst into a laugh, straight- 
ened himself up to his full height, squeezed the 
keys back into his pocket, and said he must take 
a look into the staterooms on the deck to see 
if they were all ready for his friends for the 
night. 

When I turned in for the night, he was on 
deck again, still talking, his hearty laugh ring- 
ing out every few moments. Only the white- 
whiskered man was left. The other camp-stools 
were empty. 


lll 


At early dawn the steamboat slowed down, 
and a scow, manned by two barefooted negroes 
with sweep oars, rounded to. In a few mo- 
ments the major, two guns, two valises, Jack, 
and I were safely landed on its wet bottom, the 
major’s bag with its precious contents stowed 
between his knees. 

To the left, a mile or more away, lay Crab 
Island, the landed estate of our host, —a deli- 
cate, green thread on the horizon line, broken 
by two knots, one evidently a large house with 
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chimneys, and the other a clump of trees. The 
larger knot proved to be the manor house that 
sheltered the belongings of the major, with the 
wine-cellars of marvelous vintage, the table 
that groaned, the folding mahogany doors that 
swung back for bevies of beauties, and perhaps, 
for all I know, the gray-haired, ebony butler in 
the green coat. The smaller knot, Jack said, 
screened from public view the little clubhouse 
belonging to his friends and himself. 

As the sun rose and we neared the shore, 
there came into view on the near end of the 
island the rickety outline of a palsied old dock, 
clutching with one arm a group of piles anchored 
in the marsh grass, and extending the other as 
if in welcome to the slow-moving scow. We 
accepted the invitation, threw a line over a 
thumb of a pile, and in five minutes were seated 
in a country stage. Ten more, and we backed 
up to an old-fashioned colonial porch, with slop- 
ing roof and dormer windows supported by 
high white columns. Leaning over the broken 
railing of the porch was a half-grown negro boy, 
hatless and barefooted ; inside the door, look- 
ing furtively out, half concealing her face with 
her apron, stood an old negro woman, her head 
bound with a bandana kerchief, while peeping 
from behind an outbuilding was a group of 
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children in sunbonnets and straw hats, — ‘‘the 
farmer’s boys and girls,’’ the major said, wav- 
ing his hand, as we drove up, his eyes bright- 
ening. Then there was the usual collection of 
farmyard fowl, beside two great hounds, who 
visited each one of us in turn, their noses rub- 
bing our knees. 

If the major, now that he was on his native 
heath, realized in his own mind any difference 
between the Eldorado which his eloquence had 
conjured up in my own mind, the morning be- 
fore in Jack’s room, and the hard, cold facts 
before us, he gave no outward sign. Toallap- 
pearances, judging from his perfect ease and 
good temper, the paint-scaled pillars were the 
finest of Carrara marble, the bare floors were 
carpeted with the softest fabrics of Turkish 
looms, and the big, sparsely furnished rooms 
were so many salons where princes trod in pride 
and fair ladies stepped a measure. 

The only remark he made was in answer to 
a look of surprise on my face when I peered 
curiously into the bare hall and made a cursory 
mental inventory of its contents. 

‘“Yes, Colonel; you will find, I regret to say, 
some slight changes since the old days. Then, 
too, my home is in slight confusion owin’ to the 
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spring cleanin’, and a good many things have 
been put away.’’ 

I looked to Jack for explanation, but if that 
thoroughbred knew where the major had per- 
manently put the last batch of his furniture, he, 
too, gave no outward sign. 

As for the servants, were there not old Rachel 
and Sam, chef and valet ? What more could one 
want ? The major’s voice, too, had lost none of 
its persuasive powers. 

“«Here, Sam, you black imp, carry yo’ Mar- 
ster Jack’s gun and things to my room, and, 
Rachel, take the colonel’s bag to the sea-room, 
next to the dinin’-hall. Breakfast in an hour, 
gentlemen, as Mrs. Slocomb used to say.”’ 

I found only a bed covered with a quilt, an 
old table with small drawers, a washstand, two 
chairs, and a desk on three legs. The walls 
were bare except for a fly-stained map yellow 
with age. AsI passed through the sitting-room, 
Rachel preceding me with my traps, I caught a 
glimpse of traces of better times. There was a 
plain wooden mantelpiece, a wide fireplace with 
big brass andirons, a sideboard, with and with- 
out brass handles and a limited number of claw 
feet, — which if brought under the spell of the 
scraper and varnish-pot might once more regain 
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its lost estate, —a corner cupboard built into 
the wall, half full of fragments of old china, and, 
to do justice to the major’s former statement, 
there was also a pair of dull old mahogany doors 
with glass knobs separating the room from some 
undiscovered, unknown territory of bareness and 
emptiness beyond. These, no doubt, were the 
doors Anthony threw open for the bevies of 
beauties so picturesquely described by the ma- 
jor ; but where were the Chippendale furniture, 
the George III. silver, the Italian marble man- 
tels with carved lions’ heads, the marquetry 
floors and cabinets ? 

I determined to end my mental suspense. I 
would ask Rachel and get at the facts. The old 
woman was opening the windows, letting in the 
fresh breath of a honeysuckle, and framing a 
view of the sea beyond. 

‘“ How long have you lived here, aunty ?”’ 

‘*’Most fo’ty ‘years, sah. Long ’fo’ Massa 
John Talbot died.”’ 

‘Where ’s old Anthony ?’’ I said. 

‘What Anthony? De fust major’s body- 
servant ?”’ 

SYies ets 

‘**Go ’long, honey. He’s daid dese twenty 
years. Daid two years ’fo’ Massa Slocomb 
married Mis’ Talbot.’’ 
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**And Anthony never waited at all on Ma- 
jor Slocomb ?”’ 

“* How could he wait on him, pone. when 
he daid ’fo’ he see him ?”’ 

I pondered fora moment over the picturesque 
quality of the major’s mendacity. 

Was it, then, only another of the major’s 
tributes to his wife, — this whole story of An- 
thony and the madeira of ’39? How he must 
have loved this dear relict of his military pre- 
decessor ! 

An hour later the major strolled into the sit- 
ting-room, his arm through Jack’s. 

“« Grand old place, is it not ?’”’ he said, turn- 
ing to me. ‘‘ Full of historic interest. Of co’se 
the damnable oligarchy has stripped us, but’? — 

Here Aunt Rachel flopped in — her slippers, 
I mean ; the sound was distinctly audible. 

‘‘Brekfus, Major.’’ 

‘* All right, Rachel. Come, gentlemen ! ’’ 

When we were all seated, the major leaned 
back in his chair, toyed with his knife a mo- 
ment, and said with an air of great delibera- 
tion, — 

‘“<Gentlemen, when I was in New York I dis- 
covered that the fashionable dish of the day 
was a po’ter-house steak. So when I knew you 
were coming, I wired my agent in Baltimo’ to 
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go to Lexington market and to send me down 
on ice the best steak he could buy fo’ money. 
It is now befo’ you. 
‘* Jack, shall I cut you a piece of the tender- 
loin ?”’ 


THE END 
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